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Chapter 1 - School’s Out 


My eyes were heavy. | tried to keep them moving between my notes and the 
blackboard, tried to focus on the lecture, did my best to keep myself awake. But 
clearly, it was nowhere near enough; my eyes shut closed and | found myself drifting 
off to the sleep | had missed last night. It was but a second before | shocked myself 
awake, but that one second was more than enough for Professor Cassandra 
Sappho to notice. And yes, that was her actual, legal name, that she had chosen 
herself. Little surprise then, why | enjoyed her lectures so much. 

“Peter, please, if your other lectures are leaving you with so much work you 
don't get any sleep, don't come to class and just sleep in.” Her demeanor was calm, 
but | could hear some hurt in her voice. “To be fair, | might have sent the City Watch 
to check on you if you had done so.” The Professor shrugged. Considering | was one 
of the eight remaining students who actually showed up in person, and had been to 
every lecture, that comment wasn’t surprising. 

“Sorry, Professor. Won't happen again.” | fixed my posture and got back to 
taking notes. | definitely had more than enough time on my hands to rest properly. 
Clearly it wasn’t an issue of overworking making me drowsy. What had kept me up 
last night was my downstairs neighbor noisily shuffling stuff around. Sounded mostly 
like chairs and couches scraping the floor. Then came the drums. Usually he was 
quiet and reserved and barely left his apartment, so | hoped it was a one-time 
occurence and let him be. But | needed to focus again and move my mind back to 
the lecture at hand. After all, it WAS the last one of the year, leaving me with a month 
to sit at home and write the finals for all my classes, all of which I’d have finished in a 
week, thus letting me enjoy a summer of staying indoors not doing anything, 
catching up on old shows | hadn’t yet seen from the back catalogue. There wasn’t 
much to do around Chertovice during summer, truth be told. 

Turns out I’d had my little two-second nap very close to the end of the lecture, 
so congrats me for powering through for so long without doping with caffeine. 

“Right, students, you know the drill. You've got ag month to write your essay, 
any historical period you want, just focus on a topic that isn’t much addressed from 
that time.” Professor Sappho began cleaning up her desk, though there wasn’t much 
to clean up. Laptop, travel mug, and the rapier she used to point at the blackboard. 

“Like, for example, | haven’t gotten anyone writing about the medieval lesbian 
nuns, or the Scythian trans women making estrogen for themselves back then from 
the 7th to 3rd century BC. I'd really appreciate one of you writing that last one, in 
case | have to go back to pregnant horse piss for mine.” The Professor clapped to 
get our attention. 

“Now please leave swiftly and in an orderly fashion, as me and my wife intend 
to use this hall for unintended purposes, and it is not a public show. And if any of you 
snitch on me, I'll claim you vaped in here despite the rules.” Unintended purposes 
could cover many things, but considering the glimpses at the relationship | had 


gotten, definitely something not safe for work. | shot outta that lecture hall like a cat 
out of hell. You do not get between two lesbians and their private time. Even if said 
private time is in an empty lecture hall. 


My trip home didn’t take long at all, especially with the free tram system 
operated by the charming self-aware Al that had developed around 2028. That 
meant the oldest ones were sixty-one years old, if they were still running. Which | 
hoped they were; that’s a person you're killing if you unplug their center. Anyways, a 
quick three-minute ride from the campus to the stop nearest my apartment building, 
and a quick walk before | reached my destination. 

A familiar, deliciously smelling destination. The diner across from my 
apartment building. The Question. Why The Question? Clark and Olivia had never 
told me. Not that | had really bothered asking. Closest | heard, Clark made it up to tell 
people to question stuff about themselves. Sexuality, gender, food preference. | 
hadn't stopped to think about the first two. It’s not like | really could, considering my 
Dad. Olivia, the waitress at the counter, lit up as | walked in and approached said 
counter. 

“Heya, Pete, done for today?” 

“Yeah, done for today. Last lecture of the semester. Now | just have to pass 
the finals and I'll have finished a year of college.” | couldn't deny Olivia's inherent 
cuteness, her red hair cut into a bob and tied back with a bow to keep it out of her 
face, her freckles reminding me of constellations. And, well, the broken nose she got 
while defending herself against an assault was still really charming. 

“Sweet, good luck on those. You want the usual?” | nodded at her as she 
leaned back fo yell into the kitchen. “Clark! Pete’s usual!” 

“Succubus’ Cock, no cheese, veggie chilli instead of beef, no cum, coming 
right up, Livie!” called back the burly man from inside the kitchen. Olivia’s face 
contorted into a frustrated grimace as she dragged her hand across it. 

“Clark, | told you about the damn names! So many times! You're scaring the 
customers!” She turned to face the kitchen now; | could hear sizzling from within, 
most likely the sausage split lengthwise getting griddled. 

“| don’t even make spicy food here, what's there to be afraid of? | told you the 
names give the food character and make the dishes memorable! Who the hell is 
gonna order a Sloppy Joe with Chicken Sausage and Pickled Hot Peppers with a 
splash of in-house hot sauce?!” Another sizzle, different smell, buttery, definitely 
toasting the submarine roll right then. 

“Regular people, Clark! Regular people!” | couldn’t keep it in at that point, | 
snorted. Their odd couple comedy always made my day. “Oh don’t you start too, 
Pete, don’t encourage him. |am amazed the mind of a man as ace as him could 
come up with such lewd things.” There was a ring behind Olivia, followed by the 
sounds of a paper-wrapped sandwich being put down on the counter with a 


satisfying thud, Clark's arm perfectly visible. A sleeve tattoo of ingredients done on a 
canvas of black skin. 

“To go as usual, and eh, what the hell, Pete looks like he could use some bean 
juice, throw in a cup of it, on the house. Rough night?” Clark might be lewd and loud, 
but that was mostly a front he built up to test people’s tolerances. If you got to know 
him, really know him, you'd see that his eyes were those of a person ready to sit you 
down and feed you after you had been starving for a week. Definitely why his cooking 
was so delicious. Even with the ridiculous names. 

“Yeah, downstairs neighbor decided to start redecorating or something at two 
a.m. and kept at it for three hours.” | rubbed my eyes and yawned as Olivia prepared 
me acup of coffee to go. 

“Soy milk and two sugars.” She knew exactly how | liked it. | swiped my ID on 
the little reader to confirm my order and list it in my purchases. 

“You mean that greasy, long-haired dude who dresses like a goth wizard from 
the side of an old dude’s van?” Clark asked, and | nodded. It was an apt description. 
“Funny thing is, he walked in about half an hour ago, the weirdest order ever. | almost 
told him to go to a grocery store to get it, but hey, not my place to judge.” He 
shrugged and turned around to return to his work. 

“Clark, you literally have a sandwich made out of Kraft singles and Wonder 
Bread that you cover in gold and call The Lannister to shit on rich people. If that isn’t 
judgemental, | don’t know what is.” 

“All of us Know they deserve it, and it’s an edible piece of art commenting on 
their decadence and obscene wealth. I'd have charged them 500 for one if they still 
existed,” Clark replied to Olivia as he checked the clock, and | checked myself out of 
the building and across the street, to my current lodging. 

The apartment building | was in wasn't too big. Seven floors plus a basement. 
Mine was A-201. The A was because the apartment complex was really four 
buildings connected via a basement tunnel, listed as A through D. But well, | owned 
my place, and rent hadn’‘t been a thing since before | was born. Rest in Pieces 
Landlord Class, nobody has missed you since you got axed in 2035. 

When | walked past Greasy Wizard Dude’s Apartment, whose name had 
escaped and continued to escape my knowledge, | heard a sound of chalk. | really 
wish | could say | wanted to call him something other than various euphemisms for 
greasy wizard dude, but that would be lying. | honestly just shrugged off the chalk 
noises; he was probably drawing a Human Transmutation Circle from Fullmetal 
Alchemist to show off to his greasy wizard friends or something. Why'd he have to 
start it at two in the morning and leave me awake, | couldn't say. 

Up the stairs and into my abode | went. One big-ass room, a kitchen with a bar 
in one corner, the door to the bathroom in another, my bed and desk and chair all 
scrunched up close by so | could comfortably watch stuff on my computer while lying 
in bed. Who needed a TV nowadays, anyways? Nothing but a waste of precious 
space, really, of which | had very little. I'd like to politely ask you to ignore the fact that 


my apartment was twenty feet across and a perfect rectangle, thank you very much. 
Having the extra room was convenient for any future endeavors. Like, maybe I'd start 
exercising to get more in shape and would need all that extra space! Okay no, that 
was d lie, | felt too awkward about the idea. | never really wanted to bulk up or 
anything. The idea of being huge and muscular like a bodybuilder left me nauseous, 
almost as badly as eating too much pizza could leave me. Couldn't tell you why. And 
on top of that, | had never been a fan of sports to begin with. Despite the noble efforts 
of modern schooling, sports clubs still were pits of toxic masculinity that forced one 
month of P.E. on us poor kids every semester. Horrible places, locker rooms. No 
privacy and everyone judged you. 

| shook my head, trying to organise my thoughts and get off that rail. | mostly 
managed. | could still smell the overpowering scent of deodorant. | hoped my dinner 
would distract me even further, as | sat down to eat it. 

It did. Sausage snap was there, the greasy goodness from the veggie chilli, 
the acidity from the peppers. The reason | didn’t get any ‘cum’ is because that was a 
hot sauce made out of horseradish, hot peppers, garlic and ginger, and it was way 
too powerful for me. | had a little dab once, and even though it was delicious, | 
needed the on hand emergency respirator afterwards, due to the coughing fit. 

| had finished the sandwich so fast, | had barely the time to launch any 
cartoons. | settled on the 2018 She-Ra in the end, enjoying it just like | had enjoyed it 
the first ten times | watched it. | grew up on these old cartoons thanks to my 
grandmas and really liked them, alright? Sue me. They were fun and seeing them get 
more and more queer representation over the years was exciting, although | couldn't 
really tell you why. Maybe | shared the excitement of my lesbian grandmothers, who 
knows. 

| took one look at the clock, one look at my bed, and shrugged. Might as well 
catch up on the Z's | missed. Pretty sure Olivia had given me the decaf by accident, 
since | wasn’t perking up. Reluctantly, | made my way over to the bathroom. | avoided 
looking in the mirror. It felt like my reflection was silently judging me every time | 
looked in one, so | had minimised my exposure to the bare necessities. My shower 
was a quick affair; | had not looked down since | stripped and kept my eyes closed 
while the warm water ran down my skin. | told myself it was because | didn't want to 
get soap or shampoo in my eyes. | had told myself that for years now. | mean, would 
you want shampoo in your eyes? Tear-free shampoo is tear as in rip apart, not tear 
as in cry. Anyways, the shower was followed by a quick teeth-brushing and an even 
quicker fall on my bed, to enjoy my hard-earned rest. But despite my exhaustion, | 
had trouble falling asleep. A thought kept replaying in my head over and over again. 
A thought that had kept replaying itself for months now. ‘Maybe I'll wake up as a girl 
tomorrow.’ 

What kind of guy thinks that before falling asleep? 


Chapter 2 - Wake up -- wait, do | have to put on makeup?! 


| was certain | hadn't changed my sheets during the night, and | knew for sure 
| didn’t sleepwalk. So my blanket and pillow feeling softer than when | had gone to 
bed last night was extremely unusual. Of course, the softness just made me want to 
doze off and continue sleeping. Which | was about to do, until | shifted to the side and 
felt off. Just off. Not sick, not sweaty, not overheating nor too cold. Just off. Like if the 
brightness or volume settings on your computer changed, but the numbers were the 
same. It didn't feel bad, just unusual, the way wearing a new shirt felt. It was at that 
moment | decided to sit up, not yet opening my eyes. | still rubbed them with my 
wrists to get the drowsiness out somewhat. It was thanks to all that movement that | 
properly felt what felt off. Boob jiggle. There was no way | could have boob jiggle, but | 
opened my eyes, looked down, and there they were. 

“W-what the hell?!?!” A voice rang out across my apartment. It had come from 
my throat. It spoke the words | wanted to say out loud. But the voice that came out 
sounded nothing like mine. Where mine was gravely and rough, this one was more 
melodic. The growliness of it was closer to a cat's purr than to the rumble of a drill. | 
felt my throat the moment spoke, rubbing it and finding no hint of an Adam’s apple. 
Or any hint of facial hair. There was another important thing to address, that | was 
avoiding addressing to the best of my abilities, but that could only go on for so long. 
My skin? Coke-can colored. Okay, a shade of red close to but legally distinct enough 
from Coke red to not get me in trouble. | needed to know more. | had to make sure | 
wasn't dreaming or hallucinating or anything like that. The nipple pinch hurt like hell. 
Why the fuck did | not go for my forearm? 

But it confirmed that | was definitely not dreaming. This was real. 

| had to go check myself in the mirror. As | got out of bed and stepped forward, 
instead of walking towards my bathroom at a worried but reasonable pace, | found 
myself plummeting to the floor, fully expecting my nose to make acquaintance with it. 
It didn’t. 

The confusion of tripping and NOT kissing the floor hit me harder than the fall. | 
wasn't sure why | had tripped, nor why | hadn‘t completely face planted. | scampered 
up, felt my forehead, finding two hard nubs there. As for tripping? My underwear had 
slid down to my feet, and | tripped on it. But with that out of the way, | got myself at 
last into the bathroom, turning the light on to see my reflection. 

The face staring back at me could have been my mom at nineteen, had she 
had candy-red skin, black hair, and a pair of stubby, kinda bullet-shaped horns. | had 
definitely shrunk. And | was definitely much more feminine than yesterday. Yes, I’m 
not mentioning that part of my new anatomy, but it felt... right. | was fully expecting to 
feel loss, sadness, confusion, pain from suddenly finding myself dickless, but no. 
None of that. Just a weird sense of peace. | laughed. | laughed hysterically, louder 
than | had ever laughed before in my life, as tears started streaming down my face. 


“Whose idea of a joke is this? Everyone thinks about being a girl, everyone has 
that flash through their mind from time to time, so why, why did | have to wake up like 
this? What am | gonna tell dad? He’s gonna disown me. He was already not proud of 
my choice of major. I'm screwed if he sees me like this! | can't be a demon girl!” | 
leaned to the side and went from sitting on the floor to lying on the floor, sobbing, 
holding my arms over my chest in a single-person hug. How could this have 
happened in the first place? There was no type of allergy that would make you wake 
up looking like | did. No source | could think of, as | cried and panicked on the floor, 
worried about what was going to happen to me. And that’s when the lightbulb went 
off. Grease Lord! He had to have something to do with this. There was nobody else | 
could think of that'd have an interest in the occult, and my current predicament was 
as occult as it gets. With my breathing gone from panicked to just teary, | peeled 
myself off the tile and approached my closet, grabbing a hoodie. It had been 
oversized on my original form, not by much, just enough for the sleeves to 
comfortably go past my wrists. That meant that in this one, | was swimming in it. | had 
no intention of flashing anyone, however, and thus with my improvised outfit, | rushed 
downstairs. 


When | knocked on Grease Lord's door, | wasn’t expecting to hear cartoony 
sounds of stuff falling over from inside the apartment. 

“No no no, those were organised!” A muffled cry echoed out of it, not quiet 
enough for me to not hear it. “Coming! I’m coming, hold on!” | really hoped he wasn't 
doing so in that way. Oh wait, footsteps, thank fuck. The door opened to reveal him. 
Greasy black hair to his shoulders, a t-shirt and jeans with a weird long coat over 
them, circles under his eyes as if he hadn’‘t slept in a week. 

“Yes good... morn...ing. Well, shit.” His eyes went wide; he frowned like a dog 
that tore up your favorite pair of shoes. 

“| Know you did this. | don’t know how you did this, but | know you did.” | tried to 
jab him with a finger to the chest. But the sleeves were so long on me, my hands 
didn't make it out, resulting in him getting hit with a floppy sleeve instead. With a gulp 
and an awkward smile, he stepped aside to let me in. 

“I'll show you.” | walked by him quickly, giving him the space he needed to 
close the door and point me in the right direction. 

His apartment was a mess. | felt like Godzilla walking through Tokyo trying to 
get around his towers of books. Piles and piles of them, barely organised, with many 
more in bookcases around the place. There were bundles of fabric just thrown 
around the place haphazardly, without care or consideration, often in very awkward 
spots. | hoped none of them contained worn underwear. A coffee table with a closed 
laptop on it felt like an island in the sea of books, with some covered-up seats near it. 
But as | turned to the kitchen counter, my nose caught a whiff of something. Bitter yet 
sweet, familiar and different. | had almost followed the smell to its source, if not for 
Wizard Dude clearing his throat to get my attention. | turned to face him as he 


gestured to the floor. Okay, it wasn’t a Human Transmutation Circle, but still a 
Transmutation Circle from how it looked, and it had transmuted me, a human, into a 
little demon lady. So | fully intended to call it one, thank you very much. 

“Okay, so, last night, | tried like...” He was counting on his fingers. “Fifty? Right, yes, 
about fifty different demonic heritage awakening rituals.” 

| shot him a look as if he had just claimed to be the second coming of Christ. 
“Why the HELL would you do that? HOW the hell COULD you do that?!” | threw my 
arms in the air in frustration, before shooting them down quickly again to pull the 
hoodie down. Despite its apparent size, | still had to be careful with huge movements 
to not flash anyone. Which | hoped | hadn't in my little outburst. Ah great, Mister 
Strange Junior had a slight blush on his cheeks. | hadn't avoided flashing him. 

Deeeeeeeeeceeelightful. 

“As to how, magic exists, and there are instructions. As to why, well, 
non-humans don’t need manuals as thick as the entire Song of Ice and Fire to cast 
spells.” He walked over to his laptop, opening it, and turning it to me. “So, | was 
hoping that | had some Other blood in me, that | was a Nihilim, so that I’d get cool 
demon powers.” Oh my god, he had a wolf-boy twink as his wallpaper. But it was that 
word that caught me off-guard. 

“Nihilim? What the fuck is that?” As | asked the question, my nose was once 
again hit by that strange aroma. It was making me salivate. And from what | could 
gather it was coming from the... coffee cups from The Question? My brain cells slowly 
shut down as | walked over to them and just kind of stood there, taking the aroma in. | 
had no clue what it was, but | wanted whatever was in that cup. 

“Term for Child of a Demon and Human. Nephilim is for Angel, Changeling for 
Fae.” He noticed me drooling and licking my lips over the cups of coffee now. | was 
fairly certain I'd damage his books with my saliva at this rate. 

“Ah. Okay. So that was the one that worked. You're free to take one if you're 
okay with room temperature coffee.” | took him up on that offer and chugged it down 
as if | hadn’t drunk anything in days. | could barely describe the flavor, but the noise | 
made after finishing it is not one one should make in polite company. Then again, | 
was around Grease Lord McPotterfuck. Not very polite company. And with the cup 
downed, | was able to process his words at last. 

“What do you mean the one that worked?” | licked my face clean to make sure 
no drop escaped me. 

“Well, the last ritual | did required some special ingredients. The others just 
needed an incantation, sometimes accompanied by music. Probably why they didn’t 
work. This one though? It asked for a brew of four or more exotic beans in a broth 
form and the lactations of a bovid.” Wait, lactations? Ooooooh fuck me running. 
“Thus | got a vanilla soy latte with chocolate syrup, plus a hunk of goat’s cheese.” 

“And I'm craving exactly what you said really badly now, which, fuck me, is 
very very very bad.” | cleared up one of the seats near the coffee table and sat down 
on it with a satisfying thud. Leather armchair, snazzy. 


“Why is that bad?” he asked with a concerned look, stepping closer. 

“I'm lactose intolerant!” | shouted at him, making sure not to throw my arms in 
the air again because | didn’t want to flash The Wizard of Grease once more. “Please 
tell me you can change me back and fix the cravings.” | rubbed my face, not used to 
the sensation of touching horns there, or how smooth and soft my face felt. It had 
been barely twenty minutes and the idea of going back to shaving and having rough 
skin already filled me with a sense of dread. 

“Well...” He was wagging his finger in the air, pacing, obviously thinking. He 
stopped, dead in his tracks, turned around and walked into his pile of books, sinking 
deeper the further in he went. | was sure the floor was level. He emerged shortly 
thereafter, holding a tome aloft, as if he had dived for treasure and emerged out of 
the water with a successful find. Once upright, he looked through it. “Let me check, 
let me check -- ah yes, here it is! Nihilim, once awakened, can swap between their 
awakened and unawakened forms at will. Since Demonic magic is more based in 
emotions and such.” | sighed and got off the chair, standing in the middle of the 
room. 

“So what now? Do | just will myself back?” | shrugged and he shrugged back. 

“| guess? Just like, think transformy thoughts. Supposed to be like a muscle 
you train. Let me look for something while you try it...” | rolled my eyes at him as he 
dove into the fabric piles this time around, and | focused. Trying to focus all of my 
energies on becoming me again. On becoming me. | was humming. | was ohming. | 
was making goofy faces. | started making different poses. | tried whispering 
variations on ‘turn into me’ to try and force it. 

“It’s not working! Why isn’t it working?!” | shouted towards the wizard as he 
poked his head out of a pile, some clothes covering it. 

“What're you focusing on?” He adjusted his glasses -- when’d he put on 
glasses? Did he just have a pair buried in the piles? Nevermind, | answered him. 

“On becoming me again?” | shrugged, and he hummed, rubbing his chin that 
had about five hairs desperately trying to become a beard on it. | noticed him 
mumbling something to himself, but | didn’t catch what, right before he raised his 
eyebrow in thought while looking at me. 

“Try focusing on becoming human again instead; ‘me’ might be too vague for 
the powers.” Too vague? How could ‘Me’ be too vague? | Knew who | was supposed 
to be. You're too vague, Dumbledore’s Emo High School Phase. But | did as he 
suggested, focusing on becoming human once more. To my surprise, a large pillar of 
fire appeared around me ina flash, scaring me half to death. But as it fell off, | rubbed 
my forehead and found no sign of horns. 

“It worked! It worked!” | threw my hands in the air, but the excitement of 
transforming went away extremely fast. | felt itchy everywhere, and hearing my voice 
reminded me why | generally didn’t like speaking. Something | seemed to not have 
any problems with in demon girl form. The local wizard had managed to get out of his 
piles at that moment, but he turned around shortly after his gaze fell on me. 
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“Yes, it indeed did, and you were not wearing any, uhm, underwear | see.” Oh. 
Right. Fuck. The family jewels were on full display. Had to sort that out ASAP. 
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Chapter 3 - Careless Whisper Sax Solo 


"Uh, sorry, mine slipped off when | got out of bed and | figured no other pair 
would fit?” | scratched the back of my head awkwardly, swiftly reaching for a book off 
the top of a pile, so as to cover my crotch with it temporarily. | paid no mind to the 
cover or the name, and barely cared about the size. Just needed something to get 
some modesty back with. 

“Oh, the irony of that choice...” | heard the wizard mumble, as a slight smirk 
spread on his face. In what possible way could my choice of censor block be ironic? | 
didn't move it to check the title, but just shrugged at it as he approached me, holding 
a bundle of fabric. 

“Right, you should practice changing back and forth; here’s something to 
wear in demon form.” He shoved the bundle towards me. | only had the one free hand 
to grab it in, but | managed to grab it by the shoulder straps, as it unfurled into a short 
black dress. Skater dress style, with spaghetti straps to keep it up. My brain jumped 
to the worst possible conclusion for a source of the dress. 

“Hey, buddy, you didn’t like, perform human sacrifices or anything, did you?” | 
woke up as a succubus girl because of him, of course my brain jumped to murder! 

“What?! No! | wouldn't! | couldn’t!” He was panicking a bit, shaking his hands in 
front of his face. When he got his breathing down, he pointed at it. “| used to wear 
that when | was younger.” | blinked at him, raising an eyebrow in surprise. “I’m a trans 
guy.” Oh, yeah, right, that’s a thing a person can be. The situation | found myself in 
had really scrambled my sense of priority and Occam’s razor. Leonard continued. 
“My old magic teacher got tired of me fucking up my spells from being distracted by 
dysphoria and magically transitioned me to dudesville.” And yet he was left looking 
like a disaster twink, unable to grow a respectable beard or get proper rest. 

“Wait, you can do that?” | was aware of the standard transition methods that 
were available; we got a whole course on it in school before puberty started hitting 
us, that was standard procedure. But magic allowing complete form control like 
that? Well, okay, magic is magic, and | had the ability to turn into a demon girl on 
command. 

“Yes. Now could you please transform back into a succubus so you're not 
hanging loose?” Wizard dude asked, turning away from me as | sighed and focused 
again on turning into a succubus. It took much less effort than turning into a human. 
Like sliding down a slide, while turning human was walking up the steps to the slide. 
The fire flashed again, and my shift in perspective confirmed | was a demon girl once 
more. The itching disappeared, | had an easier time breathing, and again that feeling 
of peaceful rightness overcame me. | really, really hoped it wasn’t messing with my 
mind or anything. | pointed towards Rincewind’s Third Cousin Four Times Removed. 

“Okay. You start figuring out how to fix this. Especially the craving part. | can’t 
eat cheese. The result would be considered pest control, and I'd be tried for war 
crimes for using chemical warfare.” | put the book back, the cover depicting a 
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muscular chubby lady holding hands with a purple-haired cyborg, an old car behind 
them. Midnight Drive, the title read, and left me thinking why Gandalf the Goth 
considered me reaching for it ironic. 

“I'll need to ask on the mystics & magics forum to get feedback; not sure how 
long that will take.” He sighed while making his way towards the laptop, opening up a 
browser and scrolling through his bookmarks. 

“So what am | supposed to do in the meantime?” | had to ask, my new form 
and powers brought a level of uncertainty | hadn’t experienced before. Could | hide 
it? Could | ignore it? Could | go about my daily life like nothing had changed? 

“Practice changing back and forth or something? You DO get superpowers in 
your succubus form. Strength, stamina, dexterity, some magic.” He was typing away 
now; the page he was on looked like something out of history books. History books on 
the development of Internet spaces and cultures. Specifically, the section on late 
90's forums. 

“Wait, superpowers and magic too? Huh. Might not be too bad a deal then. 
Except for the whole ‘skin like an early 21st century racist caricature’ and horns bit.” | 
looked myself over quickly. If this is all it cost to get superpowers, | wasn’t gonna look 
a gift radioactive spider in the mandibles. | started making my way out. 

“Hold on! Almost forgot, probably should swap contacts.” The wizard dude 
walked up to me, his phone in hand. | pulled the pockets out of my hoodie and 
gestured at my legs 

“Didn't think to grab my phone as | came down here.” With a quick nod of 
acknowledgement, he dashed over to his coffee table, tore a scrap piece of paper 
and wrote down his details. “Leonard?” 

“Oh, right, we haven't introduced ourselves this whole time. I'm Leonard 
Silver.” He extended his hand forward for me to shake it, and | took it in mine to return 
the courtesy. 

“I'm...” |[hesitated. My name was stuck in my throat. | couldn’t push it out. It 
was as if | couldn’t label the current me with it, like | shouldn't be using it; it felt wrong 
to say it. Was it the same influence making me crave those foods that was making it 
hard for me to say my name? Just five letters, two syllables, means Rock, come on, 
just say it! | just had to say it! “...Peter.” That had taken me longer than usual. It was a 
very awkward pause. Leonard had obviously noticed my hesitation, and had opened 
his mouth to speak right before | finished my sentence. Lord knows what he was 
going to say. He nodded at my answer. 

“Nice to meet you.” Leonard let go of my hand. 

“Likewise...” Right after that, | went out the door and up the stairs to my own 
apartment, with enough speed the dress | held flailed like a cape in the wind. The 
second | was inside and the door was securely closed and locked shut, | stripped off 
the hoodie and fell into bed groaning into the pillow like a rebellious teen annoyed at 
their parents. | was regretting the drop slightly, as | hadn’t realised how tender my 
chest was, so the impact hurt. 
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Despite that drop, | had passed out. And | most likely would have stayed 
asleep, were it not for a strange smell and how wet my sheets were getting. It was an 
unfamiliar but mostly not unwelcome sensation. | mean, except for the fact | would 
have to wash my sheets, that was definitely annoying, but overall | was enjoying the 
feeling. Warmth in my lower tummy, an ache between my legs. | wasn’t thinking lewd 
thoughts, though. | hadn’‘t had lewd dreams. | just suddenly found myself 
unexpectedly horny, and it was concerning. As the only thing | could trace it to was 
that smell. | had to sort it out. 

| got out of bed, still in demon form, still lacking fitting underwear for it, so | 
went for the dress that Leonard had handed me. | almost put it on, before | 
remembered | should at least wipe off some of the stickiness between my legs, and 
so | did. The dress fit loosely, once | finally had it on, but felt nice. Soft fabric, 
comfortable, light, airy. The swishing of the skirt was fun. | even managed a little twirl 
before Niagara Falls reminded me of their presence. 

Right. It couldn't just be me being a succubus. God, | hope | wasn’t smelling 
someone's cum and it was affecting me. | had no intention of giving a random dude 
on the street a blowjob just because my succubus nature was forcing me to do so. | 
was, however, not opposed to giving one to a girl. Fuck, come on, dammit, 
woman--l--| mean dude, focus! 

| walked out the door. It was evening, the sun was going down, and | hoped | 
wouldn't encounter any of my neighbors. | followed the smell closely. It led me 
downstairs, right in front of Leonard’s door. Who would have thought he was doing 
something that was fucking up my life again. | knocked on the door, rubbing my 
thighs together in a futile attempt to ignore the now-annoying sensations. The 
second Leonard opened the door, | grabbed him by the collar and pulled him down 
to my level. Fuck | missed my height. 

“What the fuck are you up to that I’m horny as all hell. What. Is. That. Smell.” 

“O-oh it’s, unm, mugwort and palo santo. Helps with dreams and clearing out 
negative energies.” He worriedly looked around, desperately trying to avoid my 
burning gaze of annoyance, so | let him go and gave him a quick shove. 

“Well... extinguish it! Fast! And spray the place with stuff! Air freshener or 
something. I’m losing gallons of moisture due to your magic nonsense!” | huffed and 
crossed my arms, still rubbing my thighs together to try and stop my arousal. It still 
wasn't helping. Luckily, though, the smell started disappearing, replaced by the smell 
of shitty ocean fragrance air freshener. 

“You should, uhm, most likely pleasure yourself to relieve the remaining 
tension.” Leonard returned to the door, a small package wrapped in clear plastic in 
his hand. 

“Okay but how do! do that with... what is that.” | pointed at the box. Leonard 
shrugged. 
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“A sealed in-box vibrator nobody has ever used. | think it might help.” He 
handed it to me, and | blushed hard. He probably couldn’t tell because of my skin 
color, though. “Oh, huh, so succubi blush blue. Good to know.” Shit. That's too cute. 
Damn humanity establishing how you're allowed to look and succubi being generally 
off the list. 

“Sh-Shut up!” | stomped up the stairs, holding the box, and once | reached my 
apartment, | grabbed my phone, sending Leonard a quick ‘thank you’ text. 

What followed is not something one discusses in polite company. Yes, | 
already described the sensation, but shushies, my story to tell. | could confirm one 
thing from the experience. 

| much preferred the new equipment. 
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Chapter 4 - Please Hold 


| had fully intended to shift into my human form, to spend the night in it and get 
some proper rest. But the itching and discomfort | felt in it, every inch feeling rough 
and weird, made me change my mind quickly. | ended up spending the night as a 
succubus, and without Leonard’s weird candle, | probably got the best rest | had 
gotten in years. 

What woke me up the following morning was a text message. It was from 
Leonard. Quite a simple one, really. He’d gotten a reply on the forums on how to solve 
the problem. | threw off the blanket and got up, still in my succubus form, as the 
discomfort of my human form was something | couldn't tolerate right now. | really 
hoped it was part of the compulsions making me crave the ritual ingredients. That it 
would go away once my change was undone, and | could go back to what | was 
supposed to be. | slipped the dress on and walked downstairs, knocking on 
Leonard's door. 

“Oh, | wasn't expecting you this quickly. Or in this form.” | could swear he 
mumbled, “At least not this casually” to himself after that, but | ignored it for the sake 
of sorting this out. 

“So how do we sort the cravings? Because | am this close to eating an entire 
wheel of goat's cheese and that would not be a pretty sight to behold.” | plopped 
down on the leather armchair | knew Leonard had stashed in between the books. He 
cleared his throat and showed me the page. Yup, the forum still looked ancient. | 
guess it fit with the whole aesthetic of wizards having ancient scrolls or something. Or 
maybe they refused to switch to Web 2.0 when everyone else did because their 
design was solid and functional and accessible. Whatever might have been the 
case, | started reading the thread. Unsurprisingly, Leonard had hid the fact that he’d 
messed up the ritual. As well as why he had done it. And who was affected by it. He 
left the thread a complete hypothetical situation. Luckily for us, there was somebody 
competent on the site who replied. 

A user by the name of ForestHagGranddaughter had left a quick and simple 
answer. “Contact the ancestor so they can redo the ritual properly?” | read out loud. 
She, | figured ForestHagGranddaughter used she/her pronouns considering the 
whole daughter part of her username, hadn‘t phrased the reply as a question, but | 
spoke it out loud as one. 

“Correct.” Leonard fixed some hair behind his ear, | swear to god he had 
showered since | last saw him, because he was less greasy and more just off-putting. 
Even if your hair looked luxurious you couldn't hide those circles under your eyes 
Leonard, please take a fucking nap. 

“So let's do that, call my ancestor!” | jumped off the chair and stood right in 
front of Leonard. His reaction to my request did not fill me with much hope. 

“Well, there is one simple, small, tiny, inconsequential issue with that...” 
Leonard moved to his laptop again, while handing me a piece of paper with 
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something printed on it. It was a picture of an absolutely gorgeous woman, done in 
mosaic, like that famous portrait of Sappho. Her skin was the same shade as mine; 
her head was adorned with two pairs of horns, tall straight ones and curved ram's 
horns. Four leathery wings sprouted from her back, along with a spined tail. Sharp 
claws adorned her four arms, which were covered in flame, as was her neck. Like a 
lion’s mane made of fire, her eyes burning with fury and literal fire; the most striking 
visual in the image, more striking than her appearance, was a flaming heart floating 
shattered in front of her chest. At the top of the visual, it said “Meassael” in a 
matching stylized font. Would have expected Greek on top there, considering the 
visual style of the image. 

“Me-ass-eye-eel?” | raised my eyebrow, as Leonard showed me the page he 
loaded up. Another thread on the forums. “How do | contact Meassael?” | read out 
loud once more. He nodded. 

“Check the single reply.” | did. In fact, it wasn’t just that there was a single 
reply, the thread itself had been locked once said reply got sent. And once again, the 
one providing helpful information was none other than ForestHagGranddaughter. A 
single sentence, and a link to download a file. 

“You don't... Wait. What? What does she mean, ‘You Don't’?” | looked to 
Leonard, hoping he had more information, that he knew what the file was, that 
despite ForestHag’s claims, he knew how to contact Meassael. He cleared his throat. 

“The file is a quick rundown of her history from one of the Archives. Forest 
never specifies in the notes if Celestial, Infernal or Fae.” Leonard fidgeted nervously, 
as he began pacing around the space. Honestly, the fact he wasn’t toppling over any 
of his piles right now was impressive, considering my first impression of him. “Your 
Ancestor had a lot of kids, Heaven got scared she was building an army, they sent a 
group after her, her kids got slaughtered. It was believed all of them died in the 
attack.” He pointed to the printed page. “That image of her was a depiction of her 
heart shattering. According to all I've been told, it was the first time that happened.” 
He stopped for a second, resting his hands on the kitchen counter, which he had 
managed to reach while pacing. “Demons are creatures of emotion. To feel such 
overwhelming sadness that your heart shatters and you go berserk is... terrifying. 
She disappeared afterwards, and nobody has been able to get in touch with her 
since.” | fell back on the armchair again, holding my forehead, minding my horns. 

“I'm fucked. I’m stuck like this. I'm gonna suffer every time | turn into a human. 
I'm gonna be craving a weird coffee and something | can’t eat. | will have to put on a 
brave face in front of dad that everything is fine and that his child isn’t a literal soawn 
of the devil.” | rubbed my face and groaned, as | felt a hand on my shoulder. 

“It doesn't mean you are stuck. I’m going to do further research on this. 
There's a few other sources | could try. Would be much easier if | could trade with the 
Fae, but | don’t have access to their realm.” He shuddered, visibly shaking. “I’d very 
much like to trade a number of unpleasant, dysphoria inducing memories. My first 
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period is something | never wish to remember.” He looked towards me as | was visibly 
confused, shaking it out. 

“Oh right, yeah, trans guy. | keep forgetting. You just look like Professor Snape 
in his twenties or something.” 

“Holy shit, you read Potter in this day and age?!” He looked genuinely 
surprised. | mean, no wonder, the author was a massive transphobe and antisemite. 

“Watched. My major is Media History and so it was included in it as a cultural 
touchstone. The fanfics | had to dig up for my report afterwards to show the kind of 
impact it had were definitely the more enjoyable part,” | explained, which seemed to 
satisfy Leonard enough for him to get off my ass. 

“Right, got it. Anyways, | will look for more information. | will get this sorted out 
for you. No more weird cravings.” 

“Thanks. Appreciate it.” | got off the chair and returned to my apartment. It 
was then that the sorry state of my wardrobe caught me. | could barely tolerate 
being in human form, and | only had the one dress Leonard had given me, no 
underwear. | had to get more clothes. | didn't want to order online, as those 
purchases would be traceable, and if my dad decided to check what his prized son 
was ordering, there’d be uncomfortable questions. A second-hand clothes trade was 
my only option. And thus, after taking all possible measurements | could find and 
think of, | braced myself to spend time in my human form. 

The only part | really missed was the height. | put on the most comfortable 
clothes | could find, and set out. 


Half an hour later | was returning home with a bag. | felt awkward, looking for 
girls’ clothes, so | ended up getting barely anything. One really cute outfit, and then 
the bare necessities. | really hoped Leonard would find a way to contact Meassael 
soon. | really didn't have the confidence to do that again, and definitely not on my 
own. It was an easy choice to hop into The Question, to get myself lunch. | was 
greeted by a familiar smell, plus familiar sounds. 

“Peter, you haven’t shown up at all yesterday, you alright?” Olivia was already 
looking me over for any signs of sickness or injury. | guess if you’re the eldest of six 
sisters, you kind of develop into a caregiver. And Olivia was ten years my senior. Sure, 
it was slightly unprofessional to treat customers like younger siblings, but what the 
hell, she and Clark were family at this point. 

“Something unexpected popped up.” | vaguely answered, before | was 
reminded of my needs. “Hey, so, besides my usual order, could |, unm, get a grilled 
goat's cheese sandwich, plus a vanilla soy latte with chocolate syrup?” Olivia raised 
her eyebrow questioningly at me. 

“| Know you're lactose intolerant, Peter. It would be irresponsible of me to give 
it to you.” She got started on the coffee right away though. 
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“Oh, it’s not for me, it’s for a friend. She just... showed up in town, not doing 
great. She’s crashing at my place right now, so I’m getting her lunch too.” | scratched 
the back of my head, hoping to deflect her. 

“Ah, so that’s the something unexpected, huh? If that’s the case. Clark! Pete’s 
usual--” 

“Plus a griddled goat cheese, | heard the kid, it'll be done in a few.” Clark 
plopped down the order on the counter once he was finished with it, nicely wrapped 
as usual, and Olivia packaged all my items as | rang the purchases on my card. 


| definitely wasn’t expecting to see a City Watch car pull up in front of my 
apartment complex right as | exited The Question. The guard who stepped out 
looked around, and it was obvious they had noticed me. Usually they dealt with stuff 
like bar fights breaking out by showing up and holding the people apart until they 
calmed down. Maybe a traffic accident here or there, which, considering the quality 
of public transport, was incredibly rare. Really, they showed up to make sure the 
situation was resolved as peacefully and amicably as possible. Way better than the 
old police force, from what I've heard. No guns, and you needed four years of training 
in law, psychology and disarming opponents non-lethally before they even sat you 
with a desk job. And then most of the time, you just followed up missing person cases 
along with a partner on the streets. Someone always behind the desk, someone 
walking around, constant contact and communication. The Guard pulled out their 
toolkit and summoned a drone from their car, which started floating around and 
taking pictures; they quickly shot a message to their partner before waving me over. 

“Ah, excuse me, Mx., are you a resident of this complex?” | Knew they were 
recording well before they asked me that question. They always used the neutral 
honorific unless you told them otherwise yourself. Weirdly enough, it always felt nice. 
Not completely right, because, you know, guy, but nice. Somehow not being 
gendered by the peacekeepers made me trust them a bit more. Hell, | figured ‘mix’ 
was much more accurate now considering my powers. 

“Uhm, yeah, A-201. Ils anything wrong, officer?” 

“Got a missing person call for A-401. Do you know them by chance?” 

“No, no, | honestly only just started talking to my downstairs neighbor, not 
much contact with anyone else.” The Guard nodded at me. 

“Well, if you learn something, please do contact us; the person who filed the 
report was quite distressed.” The Guard called the drone back to collect the data, as 
| scratched my chin. 

“When was the missing person reported? Just... out of curiosity.” 

“Yesterday? We usually give about a day, in case the person just hid 
somewhere, if there isn't any suspicion for foul play. And nobody had broken into 
A-401, based on door records and CCTV footage.” 

“Thank you for your service.” | nodded at them and went inside. And the first 
thing | did, before | even considered going up to eat my lunch or put away my new 
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clothes, was knock on Leonard's door and yell at him. “Just unlock the door, because 
I'm gonna kick it in for dramatic effect and | don’t feel like smacking you with it!” 

“Why do you need to kick it in for dramatic effect?!” | heard him yell back, his 
voice getting closer with every word, right before the click of it unlocking and opening 
sounded. | kicked swiftly. 

“LEONARD, YOU FUCKER, MINE WASN'T THE ONLY RITUAL THAT WORKED. 
THE FUZZIES SHOWED UP SINCE A-401 IS MISSING. AKA TWO FLOORS ABOVE 
ME!” | chugged down the coffee like a frat boy chugging a beer at a party, and took 
out the goat cheese sandwich to munch it down fast. God, was it delicious and made 
me functional again. 

“It wasn't?! Fuck, | did the whole book.” He was fidgeting, standing to the side 
of the door frame, visibly scared. 

“The whole book. The whole book of demon awakening rituals. Why.” | turned 
to face him, my stare full of defeated wrath. 

“| didn’t know if any of them would work on me!" | rolled up the wrapper from 
the sandwich and started mercilessly beating Leonard over the head with it. It wasn't 
very effective as a weapon, but it made my point clear. 

“You complete and utter idiot! There’s other folks out there running around 
now, probably not looking like cute succubi, having no clue how or if they can turn it 
off!” | groaned and stopped whacking Leonard, especially because he mumbled 
something and the paper got set on fire, burning up completely the moment | let go 
of it. “Oh haha, magic away the thing | was torturing you with. Anyway, we need to 
find and help them.” | rubbed my face. “And it will be much easier with me having 
superpowers. Any ideas what kinda cover story | could use?” Leonard scratched his 
cheek, and shrugged. 

“Some sorta new social media fad of being a demonic e-girl or something?” 

“E-girl -- oh my god, how old ARE you?!” 

“Twenty-four” 

“Damn. You're giving off the vibes of a sixty-year-old. Anyways, seriously, an 
unfiction cover story?” 

“Well, | know this lovely couple who've adopted the online thing, full blown 
angel and demon, quite adorable really, knew Adam and Eve personally. One of 
them keeps posting books, the other old cars. So it might work as a cover.” 

“Wait, what, the Bible is real?” | was confused, dumbfounded. But, well, | could 
grow horns, of course it had to be real. 

“Of fucking course not, humans wrote that garbage, Gabriel rated it 1/10 on 
accuracy. A lot of parts are cut or missing or misinterpreted because human ability 
to categorise things is garbage.” Leonard started looking through his things, and | 
sighed. 

“Well, time to see if | purchased the right size.” | mumbled to myself, hoping he 
wouldn't hear it, but | noticed a small smirk on his face forming not a second after | 
said it. Never mind then, he definitely heard me. 
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Interlude 1 - Searching for a sign 


A woman in a pantsuit sat in a chair, an ice pack against her forehead, as she 
looked through reports. The coastal wind turbines were still working well, the 
conversion to solar panel glass windows was going smoothly, and the housing she 
had been responsible for was filled and taken care of. That would have put her head 
at ease, were it not for the killer headache she was enduring. 

“Ms. Lugubra? You have a meeting in ten minutes.” Her assistant stepped into 
her office, and she nodded at them. “| am sorry for my actions earlier.” 

“I've had worse for less. Remind me to tell you about Stonewall one of these 
days.” Ms. Lugubra stood up, setting the ice pack down in the tray that sat on her 
table. No reason to make it wet with condensation. “Remind me, Mx. Novaku, do we 
have a private investigator on call?” 

The assistant scrolled through their tablet, shrugging. “Afraid not, Ms. 
Lugubra. Why do you ask?” 

“Because | have a person fo find who will be very difficult to find. What about a 
contact for unusual requests?” She turned to her assistant, who rolled their eyes. 

“You know you only have the one, Ms. Lugubra. Are you intending to contact 
her with your inquiry?” 

“Yes, |am. Double check if my contact info for her is still correct, send it to my 
phone. Also, cancel all my meetings, and write me down for a vacation. Uncertain 
amount of time.” Ms. Lugubra was making her way to the door, waving her phone, 
and she turned before exiting it. “Sorry to leave you with the League of Extraordinarily 
Boring Gentlemen. If they get too much, just ask Steven from the mail room for help. 
Remarkable young man. Dhampire. Nobody'll miss the suckers if he gets a snack, | 
guarantee it.” With that, she left the office and her assistant, giving them the 
unenviable task of dealing with a group of older men used to different treatment than 
they were getting these days. 

As Ms. Lugubra got in the elevator, she hissed. “Dammit, Nikola, did you have 
to hit me with the lamp? Did you expect me to NOT freak out at the awakening?” 
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Chapter 5 - Magenta’s Clues 


After transforming into my demon girl self, something | appreciated as | was 
starting to feel nauseous in human form, | got dressed and braced myself. There was 
something | had been avoiding up until that point, that | had to get over with. 
Something I'd tried doing the first time | changed, but all that led to was me having a 
panic attack on the bathroom floor, worried over my future. Once | entered the 
bathroom and took a deep breath, | turned to the mirror and properly looked myself 
over, head to toe. The brown hair | was used to had turned black as coal and softer 
than clouds in my succubus form. My horns were kind of short, poking out of my 
forehead with the tiniest curve, kind of thick, like a small potato, and stubby, ending in 
a rounded bullet point instead of a sharp spike. My eyes looked the same, but with 
more life to them. They also felt decidedly more feminine, and had an odd yellow ring 
around the outside of the pupil. A small button nose, my chin still pointy but definitely 
rounded out enough to be girly, and lips | honestly wanted to kiss. And, from what I'd 
seen in old family pictures, | looked like Mom when she was my age. Just with scarlet 
skin and horns. 

Body wise? | had lost nearly a foot in height, going from 5'9” to 5’, feeling very 
tiny. It was weird to see stuff from this angle. Even weirder when | didn’t feel like I’d 
lost strength, but instead gained it. My arms got ever so slightly toned, still feminine 
but with the muscle apparent upon closer inspection. My tum had a small amount of 
chub to it, compared to how skinny it looked in my guy form. And god call me a 
grandma, but! can only describe my hips and thighs as thicc. Two C’s minimum. 

It was weird. Having this body felt weird. | didn’t hate it, | wasn’t disgusted by it. 
Hell, it felt more right than my guy form, even without the weird discomfort when | 
was in guy form that | was sure came from the same place as my cravings. But there 
was still something missing about my demonic form, as if the printer had run out of 
ink while printing my description. A girl body shouldn’‘t feel right for a guy, though, 
right? Especially not while wearing an outfit as feminine as | was now wearing. A 
peach pleated plaid skirt, black stockings, light brown rocker shoes, and a top that 
mostly matched the skirt in color, but it was two toned and the colors changed just 
above the bust, the rest of the top being black, the sleeves puffy and ending in white 
ruffles. | looked cute. 

| felt cute. | looked like an incredibly adorable, preppy devil girl. And that had 
me overcome with a primal need. | had to spin in place. | had to make the skirt go 
spinny. 

And | did. The swish of it around my legs was fun, and freeing, and had me 
laughing. | was laughing! | hadn't genuinely laughed from joy in years! And here | was, 
giggling like a schoolgirl because | looked like one. After years of trying to have a 
poker face to appease my dad, here! was no longer repressing emotions. All it had 
taken was femininity. Something | wasn’t allowed. Dad had made that clear the day | 
started living with him. 
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| mean, | was supposed to be a guy, right? 


| didn’t bother knocking on Leonard's door when | came down again. | just 
opened the door and went in. Which in fact did surprise me that | was able to do that. 
But in my defense, my brain was too full of ‘skirt go spinny’ endorphins fo run. | 
couldn't see Leonard as | entered, not right away. Rustling between the piles caught 
my attention, and he popped out of them, like a dog who'd just heard their owner 
come home. He looked me over. “Oh. Huh. That's new. Cute ouffit. It suits you.” | 
wasn't expecting any sort of compliment about my appearance. All | got from Dad 
was that | looked proper. Being called cute was new. | grabbed my wrist awkwardly, 
feeling a blush creep on my face. 

“Uhm, thanks.” | rubbed my cheeks in a futile attempt to get the blush off. It 
didn't feel like it was working. So | quickly stepped over to Leonard and helped him off 
the floor. “So how do we look for your mistakes?” 

“| can follow this pendulum of mine to sources of magic, while you run around 
on rooftops and look for them.” Leonard had an odd-looking pendant tied to his 
hand, which was currently floating in the air, pointing in my general direction. He 
tapped me with it and uttered a word, and it fell into his palm. 

“Why should | take the rooftops?” | crossed my arms and huffed, trying to look 
intimidating but definitely failing. 

“Because you're the one with superpowers? The only things that can 
physically harm you are magic and stuff not from this realm. Unless somebody's got 
an angel's sword to throw at you, you'll be fine. Hell, you can do superhero landings 
without fucking your knees up.” Leonard started making his way outside as | 
awkwardly followed him to the elevators. 

“Oh. So, no broken bones?” | Summoned one to take me to the roof. No broken 
bones sounded good. Not that | had broken a bone since | was eight, but still. | Kept 
finding more and more reasons to not go back. 

“Well, you're a succubus. Your body is built to survive stuff kink artists draw... 
Not... Not that | look at those pictures.” Leonard turned his gaze away, coughed, and 
| rolled my eyes at him. 

“Dude, | saw your fursona wallpaper, and you handed me a fucking vibrator. 
You're as subtle about being a kinky fuck as trans authors had to be about their 
characters back in the day.” The elevator pinged, and | got in before he had a 
chance to reply, sticking my tongue out at him as the doors closed. When | reached 
the roof, my phone pinged with a text from Leonard that just read ‘Shut!’ It made me 
snort. Looking over the city, | got choice paralysis. There were so many directions | 
could start searching in. And what's more, this was my first time outside in this form. | 
felt | had to make it special somehow. That this was an occasion | wasn't going to get 
to repeat. | had fully intended to wait for Leonard to text me, to see if he got any clues 
for me to follow. Which was when it struck me, that | could just go snoop for clues at 
the scene of the crime. 
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The ride down to the missing person's apartment wasn’t awkward. It really 
couldn't be. Unless you're claustrophobic, elevator rides can’t really be awkward if 
you're alone in them. What was awkward was when | stepped out of the elevator and 
saw a guy standing in front of A-401. Light brown skin, average height, hair cut in a 
blue fauxhawk. The moment our gazes met, | started pivoting on my heel to skip the 
elevator and just throw myself down the stairs like a ragdoll. | was certain | could 
survive it, and | figured it would be an amazingly hilarious visual. But of course, the 
guy spoke up. 

“Hey, wait, you went through the same thing Amy did?” | was tensed up and 
holding my breath when he asked me, but | loosened and faced him, awkwardly 
nodding. 

“Uhm, yeah, A-101 was doing something stupid and we all got hit by it. He’s 
currently running around looking for folks.” | scratched the back of my head. 

“Fucking idiot. What a dumbass.” The guy sighed and rubbed his face in 
frustration. 

“How do you know A-401?” Maybe he’d have some clue as to where the 
occupant went. | think he had called her Amy? 

“I’m Amy's boyfriend, Diego.” He extended his hand towards me to shake it. 
“And you?” Oh fuck. Oh shit. He wanted a name. | couldn't give him Peter as a name, 
it would be weird, and | didn’t want people associating Peter with succubus form. 
Shit. What could | do? | shook his hand. 

“I'm... Lily.” Of course that was the name that popped into my head. I'd asked 
Mom what she’d have named me had | been born a girl when | was very young and 
she was still around. | never thought I'd actually get to use the name in real life. Mostly 
| used it when | played girls in games. Which was always. They still got better 
customization options and looked far cuter, so sue me! 

“You hesitated about your name there. How come?” Oh dammit, Diego 
noticed. Well, of course he’d noticed that pause was longer than the line to see the 
dictator executed back in 2035. 

“| don’t usually look like this so... trying to do a secret identity thing, | guess?” | 
shrugged and gave an awkward smile. 

“Huh, | mean, | figure you don’t look much different from your regular self. Cute 
succubus, cute human girl, the association would be easy to make.” Okay, on one 
level sure his logic made sense, but | didn’t want to tell him the details of my situation. 
| was enjoying the positive response to my appearance too much. | just hoped he 
wasn't accidentally flirting. First of all, the guy had a girlfriend, so that’d be gross. 
Second of all, I’m not into guys at all. | can’t say | had many opportunities to 
experiment, considering my dad, but this year pretty much cemented it for me that | 
wasn't into dudes. Plenty of people | was into, just not dudes. 

“Not in my case. Anyways, uhm, any ideas where... Amy, was it?” Diego 
nodded to confirm. “Where Amy could have gone?” | could see the gears in his head 
turning as he scratched his chin. 
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“| really don't know. | just showed up here the day before yesterday, knocked 
on the door, got a weird text from Amy and haven't seen her since.” Now it was my 
turn to think, to figure out where she could have gone. Fortunately for everyone 
involved, | didn’t have to think too hard. Leonard sent me a text. ‘Found a Blue Oni 
lady behind the cinema, feeding on the unsold snacks. Might be A-401.’ 

“Huh. Looks like our local dumbass wizard has found someone. A Blue Oni 
lady behind the cinema. | should probably rush over there.” | called the elevator for 
the roof once again, before | heard Diego clear his throat. 

“Do you need a ride? | could drive you over.” He pulled out some keys out of his 
pocket and jangled them. Wow, his own car in this day and age? 

“How the heck do you have your own car?” 

“I’m an EMT, and | also work in nursing homes. Helps to have emergency 
transportation.” Diego shrugged, | nodded. 

“Alright, cool, thanks for the offer, but | think | should try using the superpowers 
| got according to the Wizard of Loss. See you there?” The elevator pinged and | got 
in, as Diego gave me a thumbs up and ran down the stairs. 


| hadn't expected that running and jumping around on rooftops could be this 
fun. The air whizzed past my slightly pointed ears as | soared in between buildings. 
The joy of unbound movement filling me up. Again, | was laughing, like | hadn‘t 
laughed since | was ten, as | leapt from rooftop to rooftop. Was it smart of me to wear 
a skirt for it? Hell no. | should have gotten shorts. But | didn’t care at that moment. | 
was having fun. This felt like an extreme version of skirt go spinny. 

As | launched myself forward once more, just one road away from the cinema, 
something struck me hard. Like getting hit with a dodgeball. Except this time around, 
the impact sent me flying off to the side, to land on one of the many, many rooftops 
around. | quickly collected myself and sat up. Which was when the UFO landed in 
front of me. Let me rephrase that; it was not an unidentified flying object, but an 
unidentified flying asshole. 

His arms had the pinkie and ring fingers extending further than they should at 
a weird angle, skin stretched between them and the asshole’s torso, almost like a 
bat, but not using legs as extra flight muscles. He was bald, his eyes sunken and 
sickly yellow, almost like a chameleon’s in how they constantly moved around in 
different directions. Nose nearly gone, nostrils stretching up weirdly, like he was 
cosplaying Voldemort or something. His mouth was filled with sharp nail like teeth, 
narrow and numerous. There was no doubt in my mind that he was a demon. And a 
very scary demon at that. 

“Well, well, well. 201. Gone out to perv on all the little girls in bathrooms? To 
trick straight guys like me into fucking a tranny like you? | do have to say, you look 
remarkably like the real thing.” | didn't recognise the voice, but he knew me. Which 
was scarier than how he looked. Especially considering his choices of words. 
“Surprised you had the balls to go out; you freaks usually stay inside and rot, 
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pretending to be real girls to fuck with me.” He stepped forward further, putting one 
of his feet down on me, leaning forward. “You know, | do have to thank your greasy 
fag of a boyfriend in 101 for this. Seventy years of my life back, and wings? What 
more could | want? You, though, you got the rough end of the stick.” He kicked my 
face with his other leg, before flying back. “Now man up, you sissy, and face me!” 
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Chapter 6 - The Wall 


My face felt a bit sore from the kick. | rubbed my cheek, hissing, as | stood up. | 
paid closer attention to my assailant's face. The grin of a slur-throwing asshole. The 
recognition hit me. He was notorious in my building. “Jesus fucking Christ... Victor 
Show from A-701?" 

He sneered. “I figured no one could recognise me. Then again, | aged like fine 
wine, as handsome at ninety as | was at twenty. You, though, you're painfully 
recognisable. You poor delusional idiot, you really think you pass? It’s so obvious 
you're a fag in a skirt with fake tits. Plus, | saw you on the security cameras | run. 
Rushing between your place and 101. Can’t you be fags behind closed doors at 
least?” He cackled. It sounded like nail scraping on a chalkboard. Definitely caused 
by his teeth. His slur-throwing schtick was getting old. Up until that moment, | had 
only read about them in history class. “Question for you, my dearest tranny. Do you 
still have your dick, or did you grab the nearest pair of scissors to mutilate yourself 
with? | want to know how much it'll hurt when | hit you there.” He lunged at me, faster 
than | figured he could be, so fast it took a lot for me to dodge him, to avoid his hit. But 
| didn’t dodge him quite enough. Instead of being rammed full on and grabbed, | got 
shoulder checked in the stomach by him. This threw me back, and | left a skid mark in 
the gravel as | slid on it. 

“Fuck. Ugh. That's gonna bruise, you asshole! And | only got the one outfit, 
jackass!” | groaned and looked at him. He looked self satisfied, delighted at my pain, 
relishing in it. Fucking harpy of a man. 

“Oh, that is surprising for a sissy as yourself. Aren’t you supposed to have a full 
wardrobe of frilly stuff that’s sized-up baby clothes? Disgusting degenerate.” He 
jumped and swung at me; | barely managed to kick up, knocking him back enough to 
give myself space to finish the roll into a standing position. “Pervert, flashing me your 
underwear like that, trying to make me see a dick without consent. Although it looks 
like you definitely went for the scissors. Good to know. Scars hurt more.” He swiped 
again, with his legs this time, trying to trip me up. | jumped up, grabbing onto his 
shoulder as leverage, before | swung my fist right into his annoying face. | just wanted 
him to shut up. To stop saying hurtful things. | was not some weird fetishist. | wasn’t 
any of the slurs he was using for me. | wasn’t tricking him into fucking me, | had no 
interest in sex with men. | was just a random demon girl who got hit with a ritual. Wait, 
fuck, no, | couldn't be. ‘Hide that thought, erase it,’ was what ran through my head at 
that moment. | couldn't be a girl. | had to be a guy. | was supposed to be a guy. 
Despite how | might have looked in that moment, | had to be a guy. 

That train of thought was all he needed to move his head back and bite my 
arm as it swung through the air. It hurt. | screamed. Blue blood flowed out of the 
wound and right into his wicked maw. With the shock of pain, | hadn't noticed his fist 
coming up to punch me in the cheek. | only registered it as he eased his bite, to make 
me fall to the ground with his swing, before he kicked me in the crotch. 
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“Good try, faggot. That swing might have hurt. But you had to slow down. 
What, did you look at my crotch and see the equipment of a real man? Did you get 
distracted and start drooling over it?” He crouched down, as he held my head. “I'd 
love to give you a taste, but | worry you'd bite it off with those pointy teeth of yours. 
Let’s get rid of them first, shall we?” He swung down on my face, but his hit didn’t 
land. For | had caught it before he reached my face, and | was holding his fist in a 
vice-like grip. He looked surprised. 

Something inside me had roared to life the second he threatened to rape me. | 
blew air out of my nose, and small sparks flew out. | was holding his fist with my 
wounded arm. The blood splatter on it was boiling away, the wound closing, leaving 
behind no reminder of Victor's hit. | stood up. His fist still in my grip, | bunched him 
right in the chest with my free hand. The hit sent him flying back, over the edge of the 
roof, and | hoped that would be the end of him. | looked down at my hands. They 
burned blue. The smell of sulphur was strong in the air. 

It was just my luck, then, that Victor Show had caught himself in the air and 
made his way back up, as he now looked down on me. He laughed. 

“Oh, ohohoho, now that, THAT gives ag new meaning to the phrase Flaming 
Faggot for sure!” He flew up, definitely in preparation for a dive bomb. “Now do us all 
a fucking favor, you tranny slut, and set the rest of yourself on fire!” Victor screamed 
at me as he launched himself down. | could see exactly where he was going to hit. 
And | had more than enough time to dodge him. He, however? He’d have no chance 
to fix his trajectory. | moved aside right before he touched me, and hit him in the side, 
sending him once again flying over the edge. | wouldn't let him fly back up this time. 

“Don't use slurs, Fuckfacel” | hissed towards him as | ran, leaping off the 
building and right towards him. He wasn’t expecting me to clamp down on him with 
my thighs as we fell six stories. | was really hoping the landing would have shut him 
up. All it did was make a crater and kick up a cloud of dust. 

“Oh? Fuckface? That's the best you got, femoid? Bet your mom fucked ten 
dudes at once and doesn’t know which one’s your dad. Come on, man up on your 
insults at least, you perverted degenerate!” Man up. Constantly. He kept constantly 
throwing slurs. He kept constantly degrading me. He kept shitting on me because of 
my transformation. The fire in my chest roared once more. | had enough. | needed to 
get those feelings out. And at the time, the best way to do so, was to whale on him 
like a punching bag. 

“1.” Left hook. “DON'T.” Right hook. “WANT.” Right hook. “TO.” Left. “BE.” Left. 


down onto his face with the end of my sentence. There was an explosion as | did so. 
The fires on my fists went out, and | screamed. A guttural, raw scream of anguish, 
accompanied by tears streaming down my face. I'd said it. I'd said it out loud. I’d 
opened Pandora's Box, and now | had to go collect all it contained. An unenviable 
task | wished to put off for as long as possible. | collected my breathing. 
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| turned to see Leonard looking at me, a shocked, horrified expression on his 
face. He held it for but a second, before it changed to an expression of warmth and 
concern. Behind him stood the Oni lady he had mentioned in his text messages. She 
stood eight feet tall, her ripped clothes doing an admirable job of covering her more 
private parts. What they left exposed, though, was awe inspiring. A belly so soft you 
could lie in it, and arms so beefy they could princess carry you in your bed without 
breaking a sweat. Also, obviously, she was blue, and had a single horn in the middle 
of her forehead. Diego stood by her. That confirmed that she was definitely Amy. 

“Good news; you'll never be one, f--” | had assumed Victor would be knocked 
out cold after my brutal beatdown. But he had enough in him to try and keep 
taunting me. He didn’t get to finish his sentence, as the alley was soon showered in 
shards of anglerfish-like teeth. 

“Uhm, was that your--?” Diego started asking. He didn’t get to finish his 
sentence either, my interruption being swift and loud. 

“NO! God no. | haven’t seen my dad since | started college.” | stood up, and 
gave Victor a swift kick just to be extra sure he’d keep quiet. “Hey, Amy. I’m guessing 
you're Amy, your boyfriend is right there. Hi, Diego.” Diego gave me a quick wave and 
a hey. “I'm Lily. His bullshit also hit me.” | pointed to Leonard, who waved awkwardly. 
“Thankfully for everyone involved, I've already forced him to research how to sort this 
all out. He'll do that back home.” | gave Leonard a glare. “Please sort out this 
douchebag first though.” | nodded my head in Victor's direction. Leonard gave me a 
quick nod, pulled out his phone and started frantically scrolling. | felt exhausted and 
sore, my face ached. | sat down right next to Amy. 

“Hi...” She sounded so unsure, confused, sad. Even sitting down on upturned 
milk crates, she was as tall as me standing. Well, as tall as human-me anyway... 
Diego was currently leaning on her, comforting and consoling her. | could see that 
she had tears running down her face, but had stopped crying ad moment before | 
made my grand entrance. | shot a glance at Leonard, seeing him take out a sharpie 
to scribble something on Victor’s chest. 

“Hey, Leo, the hell kind of Jigglypuff bullshit are you up to there?” He was too 
focused on his work, judging by his expression. Or at least he was, as he finished 
chanting, and we could see Victor starting to convulse violently on the ground. 

“Fuck! Fuck, no, dammit! | didn’t mean to -- shit! | didn't think essence 
separation could kill someone!” Kill? | jumped up and ran over, to witness Victor 
revert. His wing flaps sucking in was like witnessing something being shrink wrapped. 
His fingers shortened to regular length, his nose grew back, and he aged. Fast. In the 
span of ten seconds, he had aged seventy years. And the moment he did so, he 
seemingly breathed his last. “Shit, shit, shit! He’s dead! | killed a dude!” Leonard 
jumped to his feet and stumbled against a wall, freaking out, shaking, his head in his 
hands. The panic on him was obvious. And it was clear | wouldn’t ask him to perform 
that spell on me. Or on anyone else. | had to take control of the situation. 

“Hey, Diego, do you know CPR?” | turned to him; he nodded. 
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“Uhm yeah, yeah | do, | already told you I’m an EMT.” He leapt into action, 
skidding to a halt as he knelt down next to Victor. He pulled his phone out and 
handed it to me. “Dial an ambulance, just call them and put it on speaker.” 

| did as he asked and he began chest compressions. | stepped over to 
Leonard, grabbing hold of his shoulders and looking him right in the eyes. “Hey, Leo, 
hey, you haven't killed him, okay? You haven't killed him; if anything, I’m the one who 
killed him by beating him senseless.” | rubbed his shoulders, hoping to bring him 
down to Earth, to make him pay attention again. “Leo, | need you to focus.” He finally 
looked me in the eyes properly, and he nodded. “Diego, are you going to be okay 
dealing with Victor on your own?” Diego was currently doing mouth to mouth, but he 
gave mea thumbs up. | did not envy him having to taste old dude demon blood. The 
last person to address here was Leonard's victim. “Hey, Amy, SO we need to get back 
to the apartments to fix this. How did you get over here in the first place?” 

She wiped her tears away, sniffling a bit. “I jumped. | can leap over buildings 
and such.” 

“Okay, okay, good, excellent, would you be able to carry me and Leo back with 
you?” Amy looked up and between us, and nodded. “Alright, sweet. Let’s go then.” 
Amy stood up and grabbed Leonard and |, and with the ease of thinking, she leapt. | 
wasn't worried leaving Diego alone. Being a brown guy over a white dude’s 
presumed corpse didn't get you shot anymore. Plus, all I'd called was the ambulance. 


You know, no matter how fun it was to sprint across the rooftops myself, 
having Amy do it was much more exciting. Probably because her leaps were way 
stronger and higher than mine. And | had in-flight entertainment in the form of 
Leonard's yells and screams and facial expressions. “Hey, I'm the one in a skirt, Leo, | 
should be the one screaming about flashing the whole town!” | laughed, but he 
probably didn’t hear me over the wind. Amy did, though, as | saw her giggle a bit. 
Finally some joy on her face, after what seemed like hours of crying. Might have been 
crying since this started... Can’t say | blame her for the tears, considering how 
shocking it had been to wake up like this for me. With a loud thud, we landed on the 
roof of the complex. Luckily, it didn’t give out from under us. Thank you, modern 
construction focusing on stability, safety, and longevity over a quick buck for 
landlords... | had a very distinct feeling Victor used to be one. I'd never met a landlord, 
but he had had the energy of one. Especially with his admission of spying on 
everyone. That couldn’t have been legal. Once Amy put us down, Leonard fell on the 
roof, and shook like a puppy, afraid of thunder. 

“Solid ground. No flying. I’m learning teleportation for the sake of my sanity.” 
Seeing him try to stand up was like watching a newborn horse try and stand up. 

“So. Uhm. What was that about turning me back?” Amy looked at Leonard, 
nervous and concerned. It was obvious from her expression she doubted he could do 
it. No surprise there, he had just ripped a dude’s magic out and it'd killed him on the 
spot. Nobody would want to go through THAT. 
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“| just need to look up your specific ancestor and summon them.” Leonard 
wobbled over to the elevator, and called it, leaving me and Amy off in our own little 
corner of the roof. | cleared my throat. 

“So. Uhh. Not sure how your powers work, but | can shift back and forth 
between my changed and original form by thinking about turning into a human.” | 
rubbed the back of my head and giggled awkwardly. 

“Oh. Huh. Why haven't you done so yet?” Amy raised one of her eyebrows 
questioningly, and | grabbed my wrist nervously. 

“Uhm, well, there is a... sizable difference between my human form and devil 
form.” | kept shifting my gaze, trying to avoid her eyes, which | could see narrowing. 

“Which apartment are you in again?” 

“201.” | closed my eyes, hoping she had never seen human me. 

“Oh. OH. OHHHHHHHHHE! The college kid! Kinda lifeless-looking, but way 
differently from 101, and... oh. Huh.” 

“Yeah. Every time | turn human, there’s this weird sense of discomfort. | can 
barely stand it. Still no clue why. Anyways, you should have a shifting power like that 
too.” | rubbed my shoulder and opened my eyes, as Amy nodded and finally followed 
after Leonard. 

“Even if | do have it, these clothes are so stretched I’d end up naked. And I’m 
not risking that in front of Presto Greaso. Let’s go meet my ancestor, | guess.” With a 
shrug, she went towards the elevator, and | followed after her. 
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Chapter 7 - Dabadee Dabadai 


“Right, | got the summoning circle arranged here, should be the correct one.” 
Leonard checked the floor and the page he had opened up. “Yup, looks like it, you're 
the catalyst, so just step into the smaller circle and recite this.” He handed Amy a 
piece of paper and gestured to where she should stand. 

“So just read this?” Amy gave the paper a quick once over. “God, this is 
cheesy. You sure | have to say it like this?” Leonard gave her a quick nod. “Okay, 
then.” She stepped into the smaller circle, and Leonard gave her a thumbs up as she 
rolled her eyes and shrugged. “O Source of Strength, Blood of Blood, Join Me in This 
Mark so We can Bond.” Amy facepalmed. “That sounded so goofy; is all magic this 
goofy?” 

“Mine is based on feelings. Somehow. So far | Know anger equals fire fist. 
Which is weird, considering the whole succubus thing.” | expected sex powers or 
something, making people lustful, making them do what | said. Why would that lead 
to fire fists? It was something to ponder later, as a heavy Japanese accent groaned 
at us from the summoning circle. 

“It’s 5 am, you crazy Americans. I’m trying to rest and you decide to call on 
me?!” There was a crack in the air that expanded to let through the one we were 
calling. “And | have to shrink down to fit in your horribly inadequate apartment as 
well?! | hope you have an offering prepared as an apology.” The giant arm that was 
as big as Amy placed its hand on the ground, visibly shrinking as the ancestor pulled 
through. Against all preconceived notions of what an Oni should look like clothing 
wise -- loincloth made of fur, huge club -- this one was smartly dressed. He honestly 
looked like a Yakuza member. Except blue, and tall, and buff, and sporting one horn 
over his left eye, the other cracked at the base. His canines were poking out of his 
mouth as he looked us over. As his gaze fell on Amy and then Leonard, he huffed. “So 
this is what | felt three days ago.” He summoned up a floor pillow and sat down 
cross-legged on it, facing Amy. He pointed towards Leonard without moving his 
gaze. “You. Out. | need to have a conversation with my great-great-granddaughter. 
We will talk later about what you have done.” 

“But, but | live here!” retorted Leonard, his eyes confused and pleading. 

“And you summoned me here to fix your mess. Out!” Leonard jumped, 
shocked at the Oni’s yell, and turned his jump into a scamper for the door, like a dog 
hearing a loud noise. | turned to follow him. Obviously, this was going to be a private 
talk between ancestor and descendant, and | had no right to intrude. | had taken my 
first step towards the door when the grandpa Oni spoke up. “Hold on, little scarlet 
one. You seem to be a victim too. You can stay.” | shrugged and made my way to my 
favorite armchair in Leonard's apartment. Only now did | notice the stacks of books 
around it were all yuri manga. | honestly wasn’t expecting him to have yuri manga. 
Yaoi manga? Sure. That made more sense. Oh, okay, | had missed the stack just 
behind the yuri one. Leonard had both. And with the titles | saw for the yuri piles, it felt 
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like a dare or something. Kashimashiwas one of them. It caught my interest, but | 
wasn't quite sure why. | decided to look up the plot later, and to borrow a digital copy 
from the library. 

Those thoughts had a time and place though, and this wasn't quite it. Once 
Leonard closed the apartment door, the Oni bowed to formally greet Amy. “The 
name | have claimed for myself is Naonori Asano.” 

Amy stood there for a second, unsure of what to do. She settled for sitting 
down and bowing as well. “I’m Amy Naonori... Nice to meet you?” At her introduction, 
Asano seemed to calm down and ease up. 

“Little Amy, then. It has been very long since | had to be called for an 
awakening. Never one that had been messed up. Little Red, any clue what might 
have gone wrong?” Asano asked me. | obviously didn’t know the mechanics of the 
ritual, how it worked, or what Leonard had done. Good news was, | had an extremely 
convenient way of finding out. Leonard had left his laptop unlocked. The dumbass. | 
had half a mind to change his wallpaper to tiled butts, but | doubted | could find an 
ass as perfectly sculpted as the one on his wolfboy. It’s not like he could use it for 
presentations outside furry conventions anyway. 

| grabbed it and scrolled through, looking around until | found what seemed to 
be the PDF with rituals. He still had it open to my ritual . God, the instructions were 
godawftul. It’s like somebody put them through a shitty translation tool instead of 
requesting a trained Al to do it. Considering the document was dated 2010 on the 
first page, that very well might have been their only option. And yes, | scrolled all the 
way back to the first page of it to look for Amy's ritual. Based on the imagery, | figured 
| had found it. 

“Looks like it was written in Japanese originally; | keep forgetting which are 
called kanji and which are called hiragana --” 

“You know Japanese?” Amy interrupted me. 

“Had to justify some character's gender online. Surprised about that, must 
have been some middle aged weeb. They were claiming the original Japanese 
gendered the character as a guy. | quickly provided evidence it didn't. Anyways, the 
author of the PDF tried to write it out in Latin with pronunciation, and that’s probably 
where he fucked up.” | turned the laptop to show them both the page. Asano visibly 
recoiled when he read it. 

“That is THE worst romanization of Japanese | have ever witnessed. And I’m 
old enough to remember the Americans forcing their way in. No wonder you lack so 
many of the powers you should have, Little Amy.” He put his hands on Amy’s 
shoulders, and with his eyes closed, uttered a quick mantra. The second he was 
finished, a shimmer traveled between the two of them. Amy was shrinking fast, her 
horn retreating into her forehead, and her skin turning from its vibrant blue to what | 
figured was her regular skin tone. Although | had my doubts about the large 
blue-tinted tattoo on her back that depicted a flower design. Doubts whether that 
had been there originally, that was. “There, that should do it. If you will it, you can 
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change into your ancestral form. And change size once transformed.” Asano took off 
his suit coat, and slapped his thigh, turning to me in the process. “Now, bring me 
food. Anything will do. You woke me up, | demand an offering. And do bring in the 
sorcerer; | need to have words with him.” 

| could only nod and open the door, to see Leonard awkwardly standing there. 
“Do find Amy something to wear before --” | didn’t get to finish my sentence. They say 
‘Speak of the Devil and he will appear’? Well, | didn’t even say his name and Diego 
was already approaching the door. And for all | Knew, he was only human. 

“Hey, so, the old guy's in the hospital now, in critical condition. How’s Amy?” 
Diego looked inside, and clearly noticed the Yakuza Oni sitting across from Amy. “Oh. 
That's how she’s doing.” | walked past Diego and put a hand on his shoulder. 

“You should probably get her some clothes if you have spare keys, and then 
talk to her grandpa. He seems nice? I’m getting us food. Leo, you go in and get an 
earful.” Leonard sighed, as his shoulder slouched. He had that look of defeat. The 
‘ouppy caught chewing on slippers’ look. There really was no need for Leonard to be 
so close to his fursona in behavior. 


The whole walk up to my apartment to grab my bag and card, | was 
contemplating one thing. Whether | had to turn back into my human form. The 
Question was right across the street, sure, but changing out of my succubus form, 
changing clothes, and then changing back into it to change once more was too 
much of a hassle, especially since | knew what to expect while in human form. | could 
very well pass this look off as elaborate cosplay. Just a makeup job with some 
prosthetics for the horns and fake teeth. It was the option with the least hassle. | 
really didn’t want to give up being Lily yet. Especially since | was feeling more 
comfortable and cute than | had ever felt my whole life. Although | wasn’t quite sure 
whether cute applied anymore, considering I'd beaten a dude to critical condition 
with flaming fists. Oh right, I'd beaten a dude with flaming fists that blew up in my 
face, and I’d skidded across a rooftop and got hit a few times. | took off the outfit 
once inside to look it over. Must have been much sturdier than it looked, considering | 
should have had an exposed pair of asscheeks from that skid and an exposed back, 
but no, the outfit was just dirtied up. So | changed into the little black dress and threw 
my worn clothes in the wash. Might as well, | really only had the one outfit. A quick 
grab of my bag and | was off for lunch. Again. It was really early after my first visit, 
honestly. No more than an hour. Well, | wasn’t going to complain about another meal, 
especially after the fight. 

It felt weird walking into the place | frequented almost more than my 
apartment, a place | could depend on to have my back, to help me out, and to see 
Olivia go into customer service mode with “Hello, welcome to The Question” instead 
of her usual greeting for me. She did follow it up with “Whoa there, demon gal, don’t 
think you'll be able to succubus our ace cook back there,” once she had properly 
looked me over, along with a laugh. “Cool makeup job.” | felt a bit reassured she 
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could make no connection between Lily and Peter. | hadn’t really shared my family 
history with her, or with Clark. All they knew was to let me know if they saw my dad. 
“So what can | get ya?” 

“Uhm, a grilled goat cheese sandwich, plus a vanilla soy latte with chocolate 
syrup?” A smirk grew on Olivia's face, as she gave me another look over, really 
focusing on my eyes for some reason. But she shook her head. 

“Huh, funny thing, a friend and regular ordered that for lunch today; said it was 
for a friend. Is it safe to assume that you're said friend?” Olivia got to making the 
coffee, and | could smell the bread being toasted in the kitchen from the counter. 
Wow, sensitive nose. 

“Uhm, yeah, I’m Lily. Peter's letting me stay over for some time due to some 
problems I’m having.” | scratched the back of my head. 

“Well, that’s really sweet of him. Anything else you want besides that?” She put 
the coffee on the counter and waited for Clark to deliver the sandwich. 

“Oh! Right, yeah. Neighbor’s family is visiting from Japan and | got roped into 
getting food for them. Do you have any suggestions for what | could get them?” | 
eyed the coffee, trying to fight back the saliva and the urge to just gulp it down right 
then and there, when | heard Clark pipe up. 

“Slab a’ Pork Twixt Bread might work, a bit of familiarity with a Chertovice 
Twist!” was what he yelled from the kitchen, making me raise my eyebrow in 
confusion, as | desperately tried to parse Clarkish to English. Slab of pork between 
bread. A pork sandwich? 

“He's suggesting the Pork Cutlet Sandwich, a Katsu Sando if you will. Dude’s 
obsessed with making his own sauces, so of course that includes Katsu Sauce. You 
stick around long enough, you'll learn all his peculiarities. Might even meet his 
husband by accident, Lily.” Olivia shrugged, and | hummed with a nod. 

“Yeah, | think that works... four Katsu Sandos?” | added to my order, waiting 
not for too long before | got handed a bag of food, swiped my card and left. | swear | 
could hear Olivia going “Five bucks Lily is related to Peter,” followed by Clark going 
“Ten bucks that Lily |S Peter.” But that must have just been my anxiety-riddled 
imagination, right? | mean, come on, how would they justify the height difference 
between my two forms? 


When | returned to Leonard’s apartment, which | had no trouble entering as 
the door was still unlocked, | was met by a very specific sight. Asano was laughing 
heartily; Amy and Diego were cuddling up, with Amy in a simple dress. And Leonard? 
Leonard was standing amongst his books, looking as if he had just had a makeout 
session with a soul sucking demon. Oh wait, those probably actually exist. So they 
wouldn't leave you looking like Leonard was looking. Let me rephrase that. Leonard 
looked as if someone had burned all his books, smashed his laptop, and threatened 
to eat his heart while it was still beating in his chest. Okay, no, still way too drastic for 
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how he looked; | needed to tone that comparison down. Leonard looked like all his 
bees flew away. There, that would do it 

“Uhm, wow. Asano, | think you killed Leonard,.” was what | managed to get out 
while looking at my wizardly neighbor. 

“Little Red! Welcome back! And ah, he'll be fine. I’m sure. Harsh words never 
killed anyone. Did you bring food?” The blue Oni turned to me with a huge grin, and | 
raised the bag of food. 

“Two katsu sandos for you, one each for Diego and Amy, and a thing | 
shouldn't be eating but have to because of our shared dumbass for me.” | handed 
out the food, chugged the coffee like before and absolutely demolished the grilled 
cheese. 

“Why shouldn't you be eating that?” Amy asked, moments before | finished 
devouring the grilled sandwich. 

“Lactose Intolerance,” was my quick reply, still munching the last of my 
sandwich. Diego grimaced at me. 

“How bad is it?” he managed to ask in between bites. Dammit, should have 
probably gotten a katsu sando for myself too. 

“Stomach feels like an earthquake and the farts could kill a man. But if | don’t 
eat it, | can barely function.” | shrugged and got to the armchair as Asano looked 
towards me. 

“Why haven't you called your ancestor to fix the ritual, then?” was his question 
as he began chewing on the second sandwich. He didn't take a bite, he just shoved it 
in his mouth and began chewing. 

“Because she’s MIA. Measseal, or however you say that.” Asano nearly 
choked up at me mentioning her. 

“The Mother with a Shattered Heart?! Okay... no surprise then. Actually, big 
surprise that one of her children survived The Hound of the Three, or that said child 
had further daughters. Never met her, my being an Oni and her being a succubus, us 
both from different regions, but | have heard of her through gossip...” | could see 
Asano leave out a long sigh. “Well, children, | think | should head back. It was nice 
meeting you, Little Amy. Come visit sometimes, I'll show you Kyoto.” 

“Sure thing, grandpa.” Amy waved to Asano as he ripped open a pathway in 
the air for himself and left. And, truth be told, after today’s excursions | felt like falling 
asleep right that second. Excusing myself, | went back up to my apartment, and 
crashed into bed the moment | got to it. It wasn’t even evening yet. It was barely half 
past four. But | just fell asleep almost immediately. 
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Chapter 8 - Sweet Dreams Are Made Of BEES?! 


| hadn't been in this room for years. | wasn't sure how I'd found myself here. 
The large window overlooking a well-tended garden, split into distinct decorative 
plants and crop patches. The large tree in said garden, a swing hanging from it, 
shading that window and this room in a comforting pattern. To be honest, I’m a little 
embarrassed to admit that the walls had a mural painted over them, of a forest full of 
Pokémon playing together. The bed in the corner almost swimming in stuffed toys, 
making you question how the individual using it actually slept there. Or sat on it, like | 
was currently doing. The desk across from the bed covered in loose doodles of 
monsters and heroes, always girls for some unknown reason. | felt safe, | felt happy, | 
felt nostalgia for something | missed dearly. But for what reason had | found myself in 
my childhood bedroom? There was a knock on the door. Gentle, quick, but patient. It 
couldn't be her, though. It wouldn't make sense. With a nervous gulp, | called out. 
“Come in!” 

My hand shot to my throat in surprise as the door opened. | didn’t sound like 
myself. Not the masculine voice I'd gotten used to with Peter. Or the feminine voice | 
enjoyed having as Lily. It made my throat hurt less to talk as her, okay? No, unlike 
those voices, this voice sounded young. Like a young girl. And as the door finished 
opening, | saw her standing there. Her brown hair cut in a pixie cut so it wouldn't get 
in the way of her gardening. Her eyes warm and curious and kind. Her hands 
calloused by work, but ready to hold yours to comfort you and never let go. The smile 
she was giving me awakening something primal deep in my soul. | jumped off the 
bed and gave her the biggest hug | could, barely noticing | only came up to her waist. 
Or the swish | felt around my own waist, and my ears. 

“Oof, hi there, sweetheart, careful not to tackle me over.” Mom laughed as she 
returned the hug; | was crying. | didn’t care. 

“| missed you so much, Mom, | thought I’d never get to see you again,” | 
managed to get out in between sobs, before | felt Mom pat my head comfortingly. If 
I'd somehow died and found myself in Heaven against all odds, | didn’t care. 

“Lily, sweetheart, | only went down to the shops.” Wait, what reason would 
Mom have for calling me this name? She'd said she’d have named me Lily if | had 
been born a girl. 

“Mom, why are you calling me Lily?” | looked up at her in confusion, her smile 
not disappearing for even a second. 

“Because you asked me to, sweetie. Are you feeling okay?” Mom got down to 
my level as she rubbed my cheek with her thumb, holding my face with so much care 
and warmth and love that | was on the brink of collapsing. 

“Haven't felt better in a while.” | gave her a smile, the biggest smile | had 
smiled in years, even bigger than the smile | had while spinning with my skirt on. | 
caught another figure in the room, out of the corner of my eye, and | turned to face it. 
It was a mirror. And what | saw was not something | was expecting. 


or 


| wasn’t looking at a ten-year-old version of Peter, who had a goofy grin and 
longer hair and was messy from helping his Mom. No, this was a ten-year-old version 
of Lily. Just lacking the horns, hair the same shade as Mom, and skin as well. A child 
version of the outfit | had chosen on me. “I’m really glad to hear that sweetie. I’m so 
proud of you for telling me how you felt.” Mom bent over and kissed the top of my 
head, giving me a shoulder rub and walking over to my desk to look at my drawings. 

This felt nice. | always knew Mom gave good critique of my pictures. | missed 
drawing them. | was too scared to even draw in the margins of my notebooks after 
Dad took me in. “Oh, Lily, you've improved a lot in your drawings, sweetie. Staying on 
model with your favorite Miss Hellfire. | like the new outfit you gave her. And the way 
you did her flaming fists? | can picture them perfectly.” Mom put down the picture 
she had been looking over, giving me a head pat. “I'll go get started on dinner now. 
Your favorite chicken cutlets and potato wedges. You just come down when | call for 
you, okay?” Mom walked to the door, and | nodded as she closed it. | heard her 
footsteps get further away, and just sat down in bed again, grabbing and cuddling a 
plushie at random. | wasn’t even caring about the fact | was apparently a girl in this 
situation, this scenario. Mom was back, that was all that mattered. 


But what should have been twenty minutes started feeling like hours. | could 
see the shadows from the tree moving. And | could see a shadow inching closer from 
the door. It seemed to crawl under it before covering the door completely, slowly 
seeping inch by inch across the room. As | turned, concerned, towards the window, it 
shrunk, ever smaller, until it wasn’t there; the last light that came from it cut off, 
leaving the room in near complete darkness. The only light now came from under the 
door, a thin strip from the hallway. Attempting to hold tight on the plushie | had been 
holding only resulted in me grabbing my chest. The plushie was gone. They were all 
gone. The soft bed | had been sitting on with wooden ends now felt hard. The mural 
on the wall melted away, the color oozing down and onto the floor, joining the 
shadows, the outlines greying out and spreading to cover the walls completely. | 
heard a ripping sound from my desk, and as | turned to it | could see all my drawings 
floating up and towards me, tearing up one by one into smaller and smaller pieces 
that then faded away. My breathing got heavier at the sight of the scene. My heart 
rate rose. It was beating so hard | could hear it. It was for a time the only sound in the 
room, along with my breathing, but then something joined them. The sound of 
footsteps. Not Mom’s quick, almost skipping-like caring footsteps of feet devoid of 
shoes. No. These footsteps were slow. Methodical. Almost mechanical. Loud and 
intimidating. The sound of formal shoes on hardwood floors, a sound you could hear 
in an office building as someone was about to get fired. The light from below the door 
was interrupted by a silhouette, only for a second as it burst open and the full visage 
of my father was visible. 

| sat on the bed, rushing back, hoping to have my back against the wall and 
be as far away from the door as possible. “What in the name of Christ are you 
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wearing, boy?” He spat ‘boy’ out as if it was venom he’d sucked out of a snake bite, 
and he was aiming it for the eyes of a rival he hated. He walked towards me, standing 
very close, leaning over to be inches away from my face, his voice collected and 
calm now. “Long hair, a skirt; you pretending to be a girl, Peter? | have told you, time 
and time again, that | have a son. And | expect my son to behave accordingly.” He 
didn’t even lift a finger, he just stood upright once more, and | found myself flying off 
the bed to the ground, hitting it hard, my breath almost getting knocked out of me. 
“You are a Donnellan Man. There is a way we act and dress. A way to success. | will 
not have you throw yout life away, imitating womanhood and lowering yourself to 
their level.” He was looking at me with a terrifying poker face. | couldn’t read him. 
Disgust, disappointment, disdain, anger, | could place all those behind his eyes, but 
none of them actually showed on his face. He looked up, and | found myself hovering 
in the air, as he approached me with a pair of scissors. 

| couldn't move. At all. | was frozen in place, both in fear and from this power 
Dad had over me. He grabbed a strand of my hair and cut. And then another, and 
another, and another. | was crying. | could feel tears running down my face, but | 
couldn‘t make a single sound. Soon he was done with my hair, and | got thrown in 
front of the mirror. 

The reflection in it was a ten-year-old girl with short hair, her eyes red from 
crying. And then she was eleven. And then they were twelve. And then he was 
thirteen. | was growing up before my very eyes, aging rapidly. With each passing 
year, the masculine features on me got more prominent. My chin was long and sharp 
enough to be a spear, completely covered in facial hair. My neck had an Adam’s 
apple on it that was larger than a golf ball. My hands were boney, leathery, and large 
enough to crush a man’s head. My shoulders ended up broad enough for six people 
to sit on them comfortably. And throughout all this, | was still wearing that outfit. That 
peach skirt and top combo. | started sobbing again. 

“| don’t want to be a man, | don’t want to be ad man, Dad, please stop, don’t 
make me like this, Dad, please, | don’t want to be a man!” | pleaded with him, as my 
voice got deeper and deeper and more growly, so much so | sounded like a bear 
roaring by my final plea. 

“| will not allow you to be anything else.” Dad left the room, the door slamming 
behind him as | was overtaken by the hair, looking like some horrifying mixture of a 
minotaur and a feral bear. 


| woke up screaming. Panting. Covered in a cold sweat. As | went to wipe it 
away from my forehead, | felt my horns. Right. My horns. | had a demon girl form. A 
cute demon girl form with skin like cherries, horns, and fists of fire. A demon girl form 
that could leap across buildings. A demon girl form Dad would freak out about. | got 
out of my bed and went to the bathroom, stripping out of the clothes | had fallen 
asleep in and stepping under a lukewarm shower. | just needed the pressure of the 
water on me, and the comforting warmth. | didn’t need to wake up with a cold 
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shower, and | didn’t need to scrub myself clean. | just needed to black out and zone 
out after that dream. You know how you're supposed to start forgetting details about 
a dream the moment you wake up? Especially when you don’t have practice writing 
a dream diary? Well, | could remember every single detail. Every heart-wrenching 
second. Why couldn't it have stayed as a nice dream with me and Mom? Why did it 
have to turn into a nightmare. Why did it have to turn into a body horror nightmare at 
that, with my dad? Oh, wait. 

The thing I'd shouted. The thing I’d shouted at the end of it. It was exactly what 
I'd yelled at Victor as | beat his face to a pulp. It was something | didn’t want to 
address yet. Something | wouldn’‘t address yet. 

| didn't want to be a man. Not Dad's definition of a man. Not Victor's definition 
of aman. And | didn’t want to risk having a dream like that again. | turned the shower 
off, dried myself, threw on some underwear and sat down at my desk, prepared to 
spend the whole night watching cartoons to avoid sleeping. 


40 


Interlude 2 - Tough Text to Make 


Ms. Lugubra looked over the contact info her assistant had provided. She did 
feel slightly guilty about leaving them to face that tough crowd, but to be fair, there 
were lives at stake, especially now that she had left the campus of her company at 
the edge of Prague. She had hoped to avoid having to talk to this specific contact of 
hers, mostly because she could get overwhelming. And Ms. Lugubra was at risk of 
being roasted. At least if the half angel quarter fae quarter human witch found 
herself in a specific mood. 

Shrugging with a sigh, she opened up the required messaging app on her 
phone to get in touch with the Witch of Wisteria Way. She considered changing her 
icon for a second, but truly she only used the app for a single person. And the 
Untamed Hound didn't even know what a phone was, so he couldn't track her 
through it. She sent a quick “Hi” and waited. A reply came immediately. 

“May, you know it’s like 2 am over here.” May could only roll her eyes at her 
acquaintance’s complaint. At least the girl had decided to use a handle other than 
ForestHagGranddaughter on here. 

“It’s always 2 am over there, Katka. You live in a spot where it’s specifically 
always 2 am, so that the full Moon always shines on your house.” 

“Oh hush, you bougie bitch, what do you need help with? Potions for an 
employee, charms, maybe a curse for someone not following the CoBC?” 

“| need help finding someone. | felt a child of mine awakening. So many 
millennia and finally | feel a botched-up awakening. Imagine what that does to a 
woman who thought all her children lost to the wrath of Heaven.” 

“Figured they could be yours.” 

“Wait, what do you mean mine; you Know who it is?” 

“Yeah, I've got a pretty clear idea who it could be, but you should come and 
identify and confirm the sucker anyway. Please give me like forty-eight hours to 
sleep, though, | just literally binged through all of JoJo finally and need the rest. 
Definitely got a crush on my gal Jolyne, can promise you that.” 

“Fine, I'll see you then.” May locked her phone and put it in her purse, sighing, 
turning away from the old oak door covered in moss and vines that was surrounded 
by wisteria vines clinging to it. Hopefully the door wouldn't move in the two days 
Katka had requested. It had been annoying enough finding the door that day; it 
would be more annoying to look for it again. 
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Chapter 9 - Only a matter of Slime 


Finding out that | didn’t actively need sleep as long as | performed certain 
adult activities to recharge was fun. Just to make sure | was in the mood properly, | 
had gone for an R rated series from ten years ago. Somebody had used the 
aesthetic of Disney’s Treasure Planet and turned it into a lesbian pirates adventure 
series with steamy sex scenes and heart wrenching emotional moments that left me 
bawling. | managed to get halfway through the series before the sun came up. While 
| was sure proper sleep would do me good, | was nowhere near mentally ready to 
face my dreams, afraid they'd twist into nightmares. Why couldn’t it have stayed nice 
and peaceful and heartwarming? 

Especially the part with Mom. How unquestioningly supportive of dream-me 
she was. It did make me wonder how she would have reacted to having a succubus 
for a child... Would she be fine? Would she be scared? Would she disown me, leaving 
me to face Dad like this? She had no real choice in my staying with him. In me having 
to face his scorn, his berating of me and my choices, his disappointment at not 
meeting his expectations. | really hoped Dad would never find out. Well, he never 
visited me. He’d watched me get the apartment, and then he’d left. | hadn't even 
seen him for the holidays. Mostly out of choice, partially because he didn't celebrate 
them. So being alone with him would be just as awkward and nerve wracking as 
spending my tweens and teens around him. 

| got off my chair and stretched, and stopped dead in my tracks. One part of 
my brain figured Peter should show his face around the Question, to not make Olivia 
worry about his state. Another part of my brain was painfully aware of the discomfort 
wearing his skin brought. And that part of my brain was desperately trying to 
dissuade me from it. Luckily, there was one tiny brain cell that pointed out | was still 
stuck looking like a Succubus and thus realistically had no real option of going 
outside like Lily often. All parts of my brain got sad about that fact. | got sad about 
that fact. 

But | couldn't allow myself to feel sad about it. Those feelings and thoughts 
were what had brought on the nightmare. And if Dad ever found out about them, he 
might try and reenact it. Keyword being try. | was definitely sure he had no access to 
magic whatsoever. And even then, you couldn’t use magic to mind-control someone. 
Could you? | figured the local spellcaster might know about that possibility. | sighed, 
braced myself, and transformed into my human form. The itch was immediate. The 
deep sense of loss that struck me hit me like a freight train. | just needed to handle it 
for like twenty, thirty minutes tops, then | would be back inside and able to lounge as 
Lily in my underwear. | quickly got dressed, and went downstairs. 

The moment | reached the ground floor, | sharply knocked on Leonard's door. 
He looked ragged when he opened it, as if he just got out of the shock that Ayano 
caused him. “Oh, hey, guymode now?” Leonard scratched his desperate attempt at 
facial hair, and | sighed. 
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“| need to show Olivia that this me is... alive, | guess. Plus, | don’t really have a 
way of hiding the demonic part.” | grabbed my wrist. “Hey, so, I've been thinking over 
some stuff--” 

“And you want me to call you Lily all the time and use she/her pronouns for 
you?” Leonard interrupted me, | blinked in stunned confusion at him for that. 

“What? No, that’s not what I’ve been thinking over. It’s not like | could think it 
over, or that it was an actual option for me, or that now that you've said it out loud it 
sounds weirdly appealing.” 

“So | should do it?” 

“1... | will... | will get back to you on that, but currently the answer is ‘no, | can’t.’ 
That's not what I’ve been mulling over. I've had my Dad on my mind lately. And after 
last night | have a magic related question.” Leonard nodded, indicating for me to 
continue. “Can magic do mind control?” 

“Why did your thoughts about your Dad lead you to that question?” Leonard 
finally let me inside, so | beelined it for my favorite seat. Leonard, on the other hand, 
laid down on a resting couch, like those you see in therapist offices. 

“Doesn't the person in therapy usually lay down on those?” | chuckled a bit at 
my deflect. 

“Depends on the doc. Freud was the one who came up with the unequal 
position, like confessing to a patriarchal figure. Some sit with you, some lay with you, 
others let you choose. Anyways, please answer my question.” | hummed at his reply, 
a hum of ‘the more you know’. 

“Huh, cool. Never knew that. Dad never sent me to one. Even though | 
definitely needed counseling after Mom passed. He has huge expectations for me, 
and a specific idea of how | should be, that I’m honestly not meeting right now, but 
he’s decided to let me -- in his eyes -- fail, so as to see the error, quote unquote, of my 
ways. So I’m wondering, if he had access to mind control magic, would he have been 
able to mold me with it?” | turned to Leonard, who rubbed his face, sighing, mouthing 
something that looked like ‘fucking dads and the bullshit they cause their kids’. 

“Humans don’t have access to mind control magic; the mind is sacred, 
anyone who attempted to figure it out got offed. The CIA used to have a magic 
division, before it got wiped out of existence for their attempts at it.” Leonard 
straightened himself out to continue explaining. “When it comes to the nonhuman 
groups, well... Demons can intensify emotions, but not make you have different ones. 
The Fae don’t mind-control you, they trick you with illusions and rules they don’t 
reveal or establish until it’s too late. So manipulation, not magic.” He pointed 
upwards, laughing a bit. “Funnily enough, Angels are the only ones capable of proper 
mind control. And even then, only over full humans, and it’s more like piloting a drone 
than molding your mind. For everyone else, they’re like an annoying voice in the 
head. It’s hilarious that Demons and Fae both ask for consent in their own ways, one 
directly, one while hiding details. But Angels can just make you do what they want 
without care. Pretty scary stuff.” | nodded to reply to Leonard. 
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“Alright, yeah, that uhm, that kinda helps ease my mind. You want anything 
from The Question or should | just get the craving stuff and my usual?” | got off the 
chair and moved to the door. 

“Uggggghhhhnh... cheeseburger. Just get me a burger. I've tried the revived 
McDonald's ones. Not sure what the hype about it was, they were pretty bland.” | 
finger gunned and clicked at Leonard and left to grab the grub. 


He had definitely ordered the burger to flex on me with his lactose tolerance. 
Little greasy bastard... Sighing, | entered the apartment complex, lunch in hand, and 
heard a weird noise coming from the basement apartment. Against my better 
judgement, | walked down the stairs and looked around, not really seeing anything 
that could have made the noise. It had sounded like someone had slowed down 
audio of sneakers skidding across the floor, and added an underwater effect. It was 
on my third pass when my eye and ear caught the source. And upon seeing it, | 
turned around and booked it to Leonard's, rushing through his door and into his 
apartment. 

“Slime downstairs. Slime in the basement. Person-sized slime down there.” | 
was bracing against the door. Leonard walked over and took the bag of food | was 
holding. Zero reaction. As if he hadn‘t heard me freak out. But the moment he was 
looking through the bag, it hit him. His expression went from ‘oh hey cool food’ to 
‘wait what the FUCK a SLIME in the BASEMENT???’ in such a perfect way, | wished | 
had it recorded to point to the exact frame his brain pumped the brakes. He put the 
food down on, ironically, a stack of recipe books and jumped to his laptop. 

“Okay, alright, okay, yeah, there is one. Slime ancestor. So. Basement got hit 
too, | guess?” He turned to me, dazed eyes, shaking his head to calm down. 

“Basement got hit too. | hope they're not a bad slime.” | relaxed a bit, letting 
the tension leave my body. 

“Why would you think they're a bad slime?” Leonard shot a questioning 
glance at me as | rolled my eyes. 

“Dragon Quest Reference. Classic JRPG. Grandmas had an NES, somehow 
still working after all this time. Anyways, that’s irrelevant, there’s a slime in the 
basement, | get to be Lily again!” | sounded more excited than | probably should have 
been. | caught Leonard smiling at that, just a little bit. “What?” 

“So are you going to answer my proposition now or?” | shot him a dirty look 
that | hoped clearly communicated we were not going to talk about it. He shrugged. 
“| mean, the slime has been there for three days now, | think it can stick around long 
enough for us to eat.” He picked the bag of food again, cleared out a proper table, 
and put it down on it. | rolled my eyes, chugged my coffee, and joined him. 


“Thank fuck the fight with Victor didn’t tear you up. And neither did the 


washing machine. Phew.” | was putting on the peach colored combo outfit. The relief 
that washed over me as | did so could be measured with a geiger counter, 
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considering all the joy | was radiating. And know what? | was going to allow myself to 
feel happy. | didn't get to do it for nine years, | had a lot of catching up on that to do. 
Skipping down the stairs, | joined Leonard down in the basement. He had already 
caught a glimpse of our victim. 

“Oh. There they are. They look like spilled jello, you got scared of that?” 
Leonard teased, and! punched him in the arm. 

“| didn’t get scared, | got surprised. You didn't experience the horror games 
and movies | did as a kid. Which | shouldn’‘t have experienced as a kid; what the hell, 
Grandma?!” | breathed out. The slime had scooted closer to us. | think it was looking 
at us? It was hard to tell when it had no eyes. “Hi there,” | waved towards it. “Sorry 
about the state you're in; he’s the idiot who caused it.” | gestured to Leonard, who 
awkwardly waved. “And we’re gonna help fix it.” The slime jiggled somehow, still 
spread out like a spill on the floor. 

“Hello. | think you should be able to change your shape, become more solid 
and such, with a clear enough image. Could you try?” Leonard’s poor attempt at 
explaining didn't seem to click with the puddle of goo in front of us. Or it seemed to at 
first. Affer an awkward silence, the slime seemed to start coalescing into a more 
recognizable shape. Turning from a puddle on the ground, into a pink blob with cat 
ears and a tail out of slime. 

“Nya!” was the first thing they said with their mouth. “Meow. Nya. Purrrrr.” They 
were just making cat noises and bouncing around now, giggling. 

“Are you okay?” | had to ask, to be sure. They bent over a bit in response, 
probably nodding. “So we can help you out if you want, get a human form back.” At 
this point, they jumped up, and changed shape in the air within seconds, going from 
a simple blob to a cat girl made out of goopy pink slime. 

“Ooooooh! Show show show show!!” They were very close to my face, before 
jumping back a bit. “Oh right oops, personal space. | don’t quite care about being 
human again, but if you got more magic, | wanna see!” Their enthusiasm at the 
prospect was intoxicating. 

“Alright, sure, you gummy cat or whatever you wanna be. I’m Lily, this here’s 
Leonard, he’s the one with the magic know-how.” | pointed towards me and then 
towards our local source of magic, whose hand the slime cat girl quickly grabbed 
and started shaking. 

“Nice to meet you! I’m Félicie! Please tell me more about magic.” She stopped 
shaking his hand and was just holding it, her... okay | guess those count as eyes. Her 
eyes sparkling with curiosity. And | thought | was the anime one with the fire fists. 

“Okay, sure. Just, we need to go to my apartment first. So | can summon your 
ancestor for them to unlock all your abilities.” Leonard was definitely blushing and 
trying to look away. Did somebody have a crush? 

“Ohmygod, Leonard, you furry weeb, she’s a dream come true for you isn’t 
she,” | teased him, sticking my tongue out at him and winking as he got even more 
flustered. 
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“Sh-shut up! I’m not a furry weeb!” he desperately tried to lie. | saw your 
commissions folder, Leonard. There was not a single image in that folder that 
wouldn't label you a furry weeb. 

“And I'm not into men, so he doesn’t have a chance anyway.” Félicie winked 
towards me and | had to hold back a snort. “But okay, Demon Summoning! Gosh, I’m 
excited to see it. Please tell me you got something on magic | could read or watch!” 
She let go of Leonard's hand, as we started making our way up the stairs. “Gonna 
become a cat girl witch and help eggs hatch!” Félicie pumped her fists in the air, 
before reverting to the blob form. Leonard shot a quick glance towards me and then 
towards her. | wondered why he’d do that, what reason he’d have to look at me in the 
context of eggs. | was fairly sure succubi didn’t hatch. 

“Good luck with that,” he said as we walked into his apartment, Félicie 
immediately used the opportunity to jump into the stacks of books, probably to look 
for stuff. Good luck with what, Leonard? 

“Oh wow, you got the graphic novel version of Mice Tea? | love that story! Can | 
borrow it?” Félicie hopped up to be visible from the stacks of books, holding the one 
she mentioned with a little appendage, kind of like a nub of slime sticking out from 
her. It was hard to see from afar, but the little blob paw had beans on it. Cute. 
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Chapter 10 - It’s a kind of magic 


“Oh so that's the magic circle you used, interesting.” Félicie was bouncing 
around, looking at the circle from all angles as Leonard altered it. “Hey, if magic is as 
simple as drawing a circle and saying words, why isn't everyone doing it?” She 
stopped bouncing so as to form a question mark from herself. That Time My Upstairs 
Neighbor Turned Me Into A Slime, a sequel to the hit series. 

“You know I’m wondering too now, why that’s the case.” | plopped down on the 
armchair, settling comfortably, and Félicie in her blob form bounced onto my lap. It 
felt a little bit forward; | had just met her, after all. Having her sit on my lap suddenly 
was not something | expected. But then she just used her little slime paw to point to 
the top of her head, a bright smile on her little blobby face. 

“Apply pets here, please,” she said quietly. After a bit of apprehension, | 
complied with her request. She began purring softly. But not like a regular cat purrs. 
Like cat purrs filtered through water. There was the slightest jiggle to her as well. 
Leonard finished editing the circle just as | got into a good rhythm of petting, and he 
faced us. 

“Well, magic isn't that simple for humans. | hyperbolically said something 
about really thick manuals to you, Lily. Humans can only do it with a lot of guidance.” 
He dusted his hands off. “Somebody has to figure out the right combination of words, 
gestures, symbols, ingredients, locations and times for a spell to be discovered. And 
then they have to write it down so other people can copy it.” He made his way over 
and picked up Félicie against her protests, putting her in the smaller circle for the 
summoning. “While non-humans can just do magic. Usually a specific kind of magic 
related to their bloodline, but still, they can just do it. Think of an effect with enough 
conviction, it happens.” 

“So you tried demonic heritage rituals to get inherent magic?” | scratched my 
chin in thought. “Didn’t you mention Angels and Fae also have kids? What'd you call 
them again? Nephilim and Changelings? Hope | didn't butcher the pronunciation 
there. Why not try and see if you have their heritage?” 

“Oh, trust me, I'd love to, but those aren’t as simple as Demonic heritage. You 
need to get, in effect, knighted by an Angel to awaken that heritage.” Leonard 
handed Félicie the piece of paper with the summoning instructions. “And for Fae? 
You need to spend some time in the Fae Realm. | haven’t found a way in there yet.” 
He almost sighed the next sentence out. “Master won't tell me a way in, because 
according to him they’d eat someone like me right away. No clue if it’s the trans thing 
or the turned into a twink thing, though.” 

“Bubble forth my parental ooze, rise like dough left to proof!” Félicie yelled out. 
God, those were goofier words for summoning than what Amy had. The lines of the 
circle glowed a subtle green before a goop began seeping out of them, more and 
more of it. And it all came together to form a perfect cube. 
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“Well, I'm glad the rumors of D&D being Satanic are compleeeeeeeetely 
false.” | tried to sound sarcastic. | figured | nailed it. 

“What are you talking about, Solid One? Lucifer runs a campaign every Friday. 
Plays with the people who sold their souls to make sure their parties always showed 
up,” the Cube said. The Cube sounded like a very eloquent Elmo. The Cube sounded 
as if Elmo had gone to Law School. “Nevermind that, however, why have | been 
summoned?” | couldn't tell if the Cube was looking around or anything. It just kinda 
stood there, jiggling, the voice coming out of it without an obvious source. Félicie, still 
in blobcat form, waved her little paw at the Cube. 

“Hello! You're supposed to be my grandparent from what I've been told!” | 
think the Cube turned to face Félicie. Again, impossible to tell, it was just a block of 
gelatin in the middle of the room. 

“Yes. It does appear to be so. You may call me Gel. It is nice to meet you. | 
should probably follow human protocol for this.” Gel made a sound like sucking in a 
jello shot, coalescing into a humanoid form. Well, really, It was a human torso and 
arms and head, but with a single eye as the only facial feature. And a... slug? In place 
of legs. They bent down to shake hands with Félicie, who offered a paw. 

“Nice to meet you, too. My name’s Félicie!” Her little slime blob kitty face was 
heart-meltingly cute. She was definitely being Like That on purpose. 

“Are you stuck in this form, child?” Gel inquired, their eye shifting to reflect this. 

“No, | just feel kind of comfortable like this right now. No need to think about 
limbs or such. So, you're supposed to unlock all my magic, because Leonard messed 
up the ritual. At least that’s what he told me.” Félicie turned to shoot a hopeful look to 
Leonard, who awkwardly nodded. 

“| see. It is unfortunate the ritual hadn't been performed properly. | do wonder 
what the specific mistake was.” At Gel’s question, | checked Leonard's laptop once 
again. 

“Oh, that’s cute, Leo, new commission of your fursona for your wallpaper.” | 
stuck my tongue out at him as he got flustered. 

“|-it’s not a fursona! He just has the ears and tail. And stop just casually 
scrolling through my laptop like that!” Leonard pointed an accusatory finger at me. 

“Oh please, Leonard, maybe if you didn’t keep all your grimoires on it and shit | 
wouldn't have to.” | rolled my eyes at him and looked through the ritual file. “Uhh... 
okay, yeah, probably should have listened to Dad and gone to law school to 
understand half this stuff. How the hell do you decipher this into a ritual? | don’t think 
the person who worked on these... localisations? Translations? Simplifications? Of 
rituals understood it either.” | showed the page to everyone around, as Gel 
straightened up with their chest pushed out and arms behind their back. 

“| had left exact and specific instructions on the process of awakening one of 
my descendants. | do not understand what the issue is in regards to my wording.” If 
they had a nose I'd expect it to be turned up. 
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“You spend a whole page describing that you need to use a slurry of chalk 
dust and water instead of just drawing the circle as usual. From what | can gather.” | 
shot back, sighing and stretching a bit. “Aagaanyways, mind unlocking Félicie’s 
powers and stuff so we can just do our own things afterwards?” 

“Yes, | was about to perform the necessary steps for that.” Gel placed a hand 
on top of Félicie and hummed for a second, their slime going through all the colors of 
the rainbow before settling on the same pink with darker pink stripes that Félicie had. 
And then they removed their hand and eased into a lime green color. “The deed is 
done. The full transformative capabilities of a slime have been granted to you. You 
are not only able to change your shape, but also texture, material and color.” 

“So Félicie’s now Judge Doom from Who Framed Roger Rabbit?” | cheekily 
asked, to be met with confusion from everyone. Well, almost everyone; Félicie gave 
me a look of utter disgust. “Oh come on, it’s a classic, barely over a hundred years 
old, still holds up!” At my comment, Félicie stretched over to me, and bapped my face 
with a big paw. 

“No,” was all she said before easing into blob form. 

“I'm sorry about the joke.” She bapped me three more times, probably to shut 
me up. Leonard was trying to keep himself from laughing from what | could see, and 
as for Gel, they coalesced into a cube form once more. 

“If that is all you require of me, | think | shall be on my way.” The circle lit up 
once more, and they oozed through the lines, disappearing and leaving the three of 
us youths alone in Leonard’s apartment. 

“| didn’t want to say anything while they were here, but Elmo talking like a legal 
document is fucking hillarious,” | admitted, sighing deeply. “So that’s... four people 
you've fucked over with magical hijinks. Good job, Leonard. Hey, is there like a wizard 
council that deals with fuckups like this?” 

“Ooooh, wizard council, yes do tell!” Félicie had quickly returned to her former 
enthusiasm at the prospect of finding out more about magic. 

“The human magical community is a loose knit bunch of magic users without 
proper leadership. It’s like trans people; being trans isn’t a set ideology or political 
movement, more of an identity and a set of traits that vary between people.” Leonard 
walked over to check a shelf. “That is to say, there isn’t a specific wizard council, but 
there are authority figures in certain spaces. Like the mods on that forum | use. Or 
experienced magic users that teach the new kids.” He pulled out a book and handed 
it to Félicie. “So | won't get in trouble if people don’t find out | awakened four people 
by accident.” Félicie’s eyes lit up upon seeing the book. | peeked over to see what it 
was. The cover had a very adorable cartoon kitten witch on it, the title being My First 
Magic Book. 

“That's gonna be me!” Félicie giggled to herself, bouncing a bit, holding the 
book in her paws. | raised my eyebrow at Leonard in confusion. 

“Is that a legit magic book? It looks like something for kids to play pretend 
with.” | pointed towards it. Leonard reached into his pocket, pulled out a pair of 


49 


glasses, put them on, and did the ‘poke nose to adjust glasses’ move. Ah. That’s why 
he had a pair buried away. The weeb. 

“| will have you know Miss Tabby Fairweather’s Textbooks For Aspiring Magic 
Users is a very popular and informative series that doesn’t talk down to it’s intended 
audience, being friendly to both children and adults trying to study the Arts.” He 
crossed his arms and huffed, as if | had hurt his feelings. He then turned to Félicie. “It 
covers the basics of preparing a kit, a couple simple transmutation spells, a couple 
simple everyday spells like a flashlight and such. Let me know once you finish with it 
and I'll lend you the rest.” | didn’t expect Leonard to smile, but he did. 

“Or. Oooooor.” Félicie switched from blob mode to catgirl mode, her paws now 
hands attached to proper arms. She had also changed her texture, from a slime one 
to amuch more solid fabric one. She had turned herself into a plushie. | wasn’t sure if 
that was more or less cute than her slime form. “You give me the full series now, | go 
down to my basement apartment, | read through the whole thing and learn all | can, 
and then you give me all the stuff on alchemy you got. Please?” She batted her 
eyelashes, Leonard blushed like crazy and took out all the books from one shelf, 
about eleven of them, twelve total with the one Félicie was already carrying. 

“They're numbered on the side.” He handed them to Félicie, who nodded and 
skipped out of the apartment. 

“Leo, she’s not into men, no point blushing like your wolfboy here you dork.” | 
rolled my eyes at him, as | looked through his image gallery on his laptop 
absentmindedly. “Oh wow, I’m surprised that one fit. How many pictures of your 
fursona do you have? Is there a cloud folder | haven't found yet that has them all?” 

“He's not a fursona! And stop that!” He yanked the laptop away and closed it. 
“Out of my house, foul demoness! And come back when you find another victim or 
when | message you for help!” He pointed to the door, and | laughed as | left. 

“See you later, Leonard.” | winked at him, still laughing. 

“Yes, see you later, Lily.” He kept pointing, now with his eyes closed and 
blushing even harder. Come on, Leonard, there’s nothing to be embarrassed about. 
It's not like he had a father figure that utterly destroyed his sense of self worth. | 
hoped. 
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Chapter 11 - Mrs. Fahrenheit 


The moment | reached the door of my apartment, the realisation hit me as 
hard as Victor lunging for me. A-B01, A-201, A-401 and A-701 had all been affected 
by Leonard's fuckup. Four floors out of eight. That still left two occupied apartments 
to check. So, instead of going back to my place, | turned around and made my way 
up to A-301. 

If | recalled right from the name tags on the mail boxes, a Mrs. Fahrenheit was 
living there. Of course, since | never had any reason to go higher than my floor, | 
hadn't had the pleasure of seeing her, even when grabbing mail. It took me but a 
quick knock on the door for Mrs. Fahrenheit to open it. 

“My oh my, bodymoding has come a long way since | was young. | expected 
centaur cyborgs and such back then, not someone getting their skin dyed candy red 
and getting a pair of horns.” The older lady chuckled. She was wearing glasses, her 
hair was relatively short and in a braid. Her skin was dark and warm, and her face 
was covered in freckles. Her smile and laughter after her statement had a note of 
‘Oh, young people, the amazing things you do’, compared to the generic ‘Young 
people, the crazy shit you get up to’ you might hear from other elderly. Right, | was 
still in Lily mode. But since Mrs. Fahrenheit spelled it out like that, maybe | could spin it 
that way? Of course, it'd be pretty weird to explain my change in appearance if | 
figured out how to look human while being Lily. | realised | had been just kind of 
staring for the past minute. “Fried your brain a little bit there, did 1? Apologies for that. 
How can | help, dear?” 

| cleared my throat a bit to answer. “Sorry, ma‘am, | don’t think you can help 
with this particular situation.” 

“Oh, nonsense, dear, come in for a chat and some tea. Only thing | can’t help 
with is heavy lifting, can barely move myself at my age.” She grabbed my wrist and 
gently pulled me in, closing the door. Her apartment was as cosy as cosy gets. 
Armchairs and couches and a coffee table in the center, fit to seat twenty people. A 
cabinet full of trinkets and cups. | think a bunch of them were old consoles? And 
figurines of characters. | was curious as to who they could be. The only ones | 
recognized were Kirby and a Pokémon trainer, because of the Pikachu next to her. | 
turned to look around the room more, noticing a chunk of wall that was covered in 
framed photos of people, none resembling the elderly woman. She let go of my wrist 
once inside. “Do take whichever seat you like. Mind you, the one with the knitting 
basket next to it is usually where | sit.” She walked over to a small cabinet, the smell 
of teas coming off strongly from there. “Oh my, where are my manners. | must have 
lost them the moment | saw your bold appearance. What do | call you, dear?” 

“Lily.” One of the smells was coming off strongly from the tea cabinet. It stood 
out, like a yellow umbrella in a sea of black ones. The nostalgic feelings it was giving 
me were so familiar, | felt my eyes water as | followed my nose to the source. 
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“Lily's a pretty name. What kind would you like?” Mrs. Fahrenheit opened the 
cabinet, making the tea smells even more prominent, and | saw the source, pointing 
to it. “Jasmine tea, huh.” She grabbed the tin, turning it over. A look of familiarity in her 
eyes. The corners of her mouth turned up just a little bit, as if getting ready to turn 
into a smile. “Why go for that one?” She turned to face me, obviously noticing | was 
on the verge of tears. 

“It’s... it’s the kind Mom used to drink.” | sniffed a bit, obviously ready to break 
the dam on tears. 

“Used to?” That question cracked the dam, as | let a couple tears lose. She 
smiled sadly back at me. “Jasmine it is.” It clicked that | was sobbing in a stranger’s 
home, and | quickly wiped my eyes. She started making the tea at that moment. 

“Sorry, don't know what happened there.” | walked over to the wall of photos, 
looking through them. Really, nobody resembled Mrs. Fahrenheit even remotely. 
“Would it be rude of me to ask who all these people are?” 

“They're my former patients. Every time they moved, either on or away, they 
brought me a cup, and | took a picture to remember them by.” | looked through the 
photos a bit closer. Patients? So she was a doctor? But of what? “A few got me tins of 
tea as well. The jasmine one you picked was from one of my dearest ones.” 

“What kind of a doctor are you?” My sight landed on a familiar face on the 
wall. 

“A therapist.” She handed me a cup, as | stared dumbfounded at the picture. 
“If it wasn’t for the red skin and horns, and truth be told height, you'd be a splitting 
image of your mother when she was your age.” | turned to face Mrs. Fahrenheit as 
she smiled at me. Any semblance of a filter | had shattered in that moment. 

“This isn't a body mod. | woke up a couple days ago looking like this. The guy in 
A-101, Leonard, did some stupid rituals and turned at least four people into demons. | 
know for sure about me, Félicie in the basement, Amy in A-401 and Victor in A-701.” 
My lips were trembling, a bit out of panic, because this woman knew my mother, and 
recognised me. And she snorted out a laugh. 

“How much worse could he have made Victor, honestly? That man was 
already a harpy and a creep.” She gave me a shoulder pat, and urged me to sit 
down. “So my home is turning into a nest of demons? Were you checking in on me to 
see if | was affected too?” | nodded to answer her. “Kids these days. Nevertheless, 
thank you for being concerned, Lily. | remember Marie mentioning a different name 
for the child she had." 

“Yeah, | can... | can turn back into that form. Although, ever since the change, 
I've spent most of my time like this.” | took a sip of the jasmine tea. Another nostalgia 
bomb. “And it’s... brought to light a lot of the ways Father traumatised me, after Mom 
passed away and | had to live with him.” 

“When did she... leave you.” Mrs. Fahrenheit sat down, it looked like she was 
entering therapist mode. 
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“When | was ten. The doctors couldn't do anything. | had a dream last night, 
with her in it. | was ten again, but kind of like this. And then he had to come in and ruin 
it.” | sighed and rubbed my eyes. “What did my Mom visit you with?” 

“Well, patient confidentiality is important...” She looked thoughtful for a 
moment, before mumbling something that sounded like ‘Well, you'll most likely be hit 
with it as well.’ “... but | think it’s important that you know, in this case. Anxiety and 
depression, mostly. But there was also a deep generational trauma component to it. 
Based on what she shared, all the women on your mother’s side have it. Like 
something descendants of Holocaust survivors have.” She drank from her cup, and | 
did as well, processing everything. “You know, Lily... if that’s the name you don’t want 
me to use, | can switch to the other one if you'd like?” 

“No, no, uhm... Lily is fine when I’m like this. It would be weird in the other form.” 
| scratched my chin as Mrs. Fahrenheit nodded. 

“I'm still in practice. Not just therapy, but also psychiatry. | don’t take on new 
patients often, but... 1 think you should consider it. The familiarity with your family 
might help. Don't decide now, but come again once you do make the choice.” She 
sipped again. “For now, in my professional opinion, | think it would do you good to just 
sit back, sip tea, and let the tension go.” | nodded to her, as my eye caught a glimpse 
of an obituary, open on the tablet on the coffee table. It was for Victor. 

“Yeah. Thank you, Mrs. Fahrenheit. I'll consider it.” All | could think in that 
moment was ‘Good Riddance’, though, after noticing the flying fuck didn’t make it. 


After finishing the pot of tea, | said goodbye to Mrs. Fahrenheit, and made my 
way up the stairs again. | knew that A-601 was currently unoccupied, as the windows 
were open and nothing was inside said apartment, which left me with just one 
apartment to check: A-501. 1 Knocked on the door, and it was swung open by a 
frazzled-looking redhead, barely older than me, circles under her eyes, her hair 
unkempt, wearing an open flannel shirt over clothes that bordered on pyjamas. 

“Is that a cosplay or are you here to drag me to hell?” She sounded exhausted. 

“Uhm, not here to drag you to hell, the answer to the first depends on... if 
anyone has recently undergone any changes here? In a... kind of specific way?” 

“Yeah, my girlfriend turned into a fucking quetzalcoatl girl and is stuck to the 
ceiling because she can’t control her flight. What about it?” The redhead crossed her 
arms, making me gulp. 

“Leonard in A-101 is responsible and can fix it. | got hit too. Amongst others. In 
the 01 line of apartments.” | held my shoulder nervously, as she nodded at me. 

“Josie. The one stuck to the ceiling is Robyn.” She pointed behind herself, and | 
peeked in, noticing a girl with a feathered snake tail for legs, along with feathered 
ears, stuck to the ceiling. She waved at me, and | waved back. “But I’m going to go 
drag that greaselord’s ass up here right this second to get my girlfriend unstuck from 
there.” Josie gently pushed me out of the way and stormed out, giving me barely any 
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time to follow and make sure she didn’t kill Leonard on the spot. The local idiot 
deserved an ass whooping, not to be murdered. 
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Chapter 12 - Let the Body hit the... arms of her loving girlfriend? 


There is an old tactic that was supposedly employed by the Pictish. They wore 
kilts and no underwear, and their main strategy was using the environment to their 
advantage. Thus they ran downhill, yelling, swinging their weapons around, 
intimidating the Romans who were downhill and had to witness the Pictish’s 
equipment. If you had seen Leonard’s expression the moment Josie burst into his 
apartment, I’m sure you would have thought of the faces the Romans made from the 
aforementioned tactic. She had him by the collar and against the wall within seconds 
of entering, and it was all | could do to get through the piles of books that were 
thrown aside from Josie plowing through. 

“What in the name of FUCK were you thinking trying to wake the devil, you 
IDIOT?!” she yelled in his face, inches away from it in fact. “My girlfriend is STUCK TO 
THE CEILING because of YOU! She can’t fucking leave our place or she'll fly into 
Outer Fucking Space!” She shifted her hold, so she was keeping him against the wall 
with one hand on his collar, and punched said wall right next to his head. “You bring 
her down in the next ten minutes, or I’m brushing the walls with you.” Josie dropped 
Leonard, stepped aside and pointed at the door. Leonard understood the signal 
clearly. That much was obvious from his mad dash fo his laptop and then to the door. 
It was amazing how he managed to sprint around the fallen-over stacks of books. 

| was intimidated. Awed. Shaken to my core. The wrath on display, wrath for 
the sake of a loved one, it moved me. And | was glad Josie hadn’‘t torn Leonard his 
old one. It took all my will to not crumble from the display of lesbian rage, but then | 
noticed Josie taking a couple deep breaths. It was unclear whether it was from the 
exertion, or whether she was bad at conflict. She turned her gaze to me. “So. Which 
apartment are you in?” 

“A-201,”" | stuttered out, gulping, and Josie began to observe. Head to toes, 
and back again. Her gaze was making me nervous. Like she had seen Peter, and at 
any one moment she’d make the connection and lash out. Yell at me for making her 
crush on a guy. But she didn't. If | had been recording it, you could see the exact 
moment she connected the dots in her eyes. And once she did? A cute snort, a shake 
of her head, a sigh. She walked over to me, gently held my shoulder and shot me a 
weary smile. 

“Figures.” With that single word uttered, she left the apartment, and me 
confused about what she meant by ‘figures’. | thought | had avoided all my 
neighbors; had they all really seen Peter before? The idea made me uncomfortable, 
that they had all seen that masculine version of me and that they'd always picture it 
when looking at me in Lily mode. | wasn’t sure why that thought made me 
uncomfortable, but it did. Was it because it’d mean | wouldn't just get to be a girl? 
That there’d always be a thought at the back of their mind. The thought that the cute 
demonic girl could at any moment turn into a guy. | already knew | didn’t want to be a 
man, but | wasn’t sure what | wanted to be. Except maybe me. Could that me be Lily? 
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| didn’t want to think about that, not yet at least. Especially since all being Lily had 
brought me so far had been tears, bruises and nightmares. | figured | had done 
enough self reflection for the moment, and followed Leonard and Josie up. 


“Any ideas for how to get her down from up there, you weeby wizard?” Josie 
was leaning against the wall, arms crossed over her chest, when | reached her and 
Robyn's apartment. Robyn gave me a shy wave and a ‘Hi’ when | entered the room. 
Leonard was furiously scrolling through his laptop, one window open with the list of 
demons, another with what appeared to be a spellbook of sorts. Tons of instructions 
and art. | couldn't make heads or tails of it at the speed Leonard was scrolling 
through, until he stopped at something. The summoning circle, and a page on 
Feathered Serpents. 

“Well, from your description, she’s stuck flying upwards, only stopped by the 
ceiling. | considered a weight spell, but Feathered Serpents don’t fly with wings but 
magical sources.” He dug up a marble out of his pocket, whispering into it, before 
handing it to Robyn. She grabbed it with ease, observing it. 

“Pretty.” She gave a bit of a goofy confused smile and giggle, as Josie looked 
between her and Leonard. 

“So what does that prove?” She gestured half heartedly to Leonard, who got 
back to his laptop. 

“Something important. Robyn, could you throw the marble towards Lily?” 
Leonard turned to look at the snake girl stuck to the ceiling, who nodded. | opened up 
and extended my hand so she’d have an easier time aiming. A quick toss, and the 
marble was in my hand. And just as swiftly, my hand was on the floor, the rest of me 
following it promptly. It was like someone had dropped a full suitcase on my hand. 

“Oh ha ha, you wrote three extra zeroes on the marble’s weight. Is that 
covered in the ACME Wizard Manual?” | got off the floor and handed the marble back 
to Leonard, who whispered fo it first before grabbing and pocketing it. 

“Well, yes. The chapter on Hammerspace isn’t in any edition | found, however. 
Just the ‘adding a 0 in text onto an item makes it heavier’ spell, the single user tunnel 
spell, and the all too important ‘running off a cliff and not looking down makes you 
run on air’ spell.” He began looking at his laptop again as me and Josie exchanged a 
glance. 

“Were you being serious there or just bullshitting me?” | put my arms on my 
hips, and Leonard shrugged. 

“You'll never know, Miss 
Looks-Into-A-Man’‘s-Private-Image-Collection-Without-Permission.” He gave me a 
look that made it very clear he was messing with me, and it took all my willpower not 
to walk over to him to whack him upside the head. “Anyways, we can try this: a 
Grounding spell! Says it connects the target with the ground.” Leonard turned to face 
Robyn after he looked over the spell. Clapping twice, snapping in Robyn’s direction, 
and clapping once more, before he began moving his hands in a pattern. | could 
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smell a faint odor of rubber from where his hands passed through, and then he 
shouted out a word | didn't recognize or understand; it was almost as if my mind 
blocked it out completely or something. Or well, maybe | just wasn't paying attention. 
The smell of rubber made me think of a specific item, wondering if succubi needed 
that kind of protection. Josie broke me out of that train of thought with her 
observation, however. 

“Sooooo. My girlfriend is still stuck to the ceiling. | figured Grounding would 
bring her down.” 

“| thought so too; the spell description said it connects the target with the 
ground, so why did it not bring her down?” Leonard scratched his head in thought, as 
| got an idea. | could do fire fists, and he said my magic was powered by emotions. 
And ‘grounding’ had another meaning. | tried to channel whatever would let me test 
my hypothesis, but nothing came of it, and | sighed in frustration. 

“Leo. Lightning spell. Try that.” He turned to me as | said this, his expression 
was that of utter bewildered shock. “I’m serious. Just a small zap.” He shut his mouth 
and shrugged, moving his finger across an open palm. 

“This is usually to charge electronic devices, but also works as a stun if 
intensified.” He gestured for Robyn to bring her hand down, and he high fived it. | 
could smell the ozone in the air from the electric discharge, but Robyn had no 
reaction. “Okay. Yeah. It’s a Lightning Immunity Spell, not a Gravity Shift spell.” 
Leonard sighed and rubbed his eyes. “Guess we’re drawing the summoning circle on 
the ceiling.” 


It was quite awkward to draw the circle on the ceiling. Mainly since Robyn had 
to keep tilting her head to look at the printout design. But once drawn, it was a simple 
case of summoning the ancestor over. Robyn's landing once she had gained control 
over her flight wasn’t as graceful as she looked. It was like somebody just dropped a 
fourteen foot long python on the ground. And it was accompanied by a solid whap 
sound. Josie rushed over to her, concern on her face, before Robyn straightened up 
with that goofy smile on her face. “Good job,” was what came out of Josie’s mouth, 
right before she kissed Robyn on hers. It was heartwarming to see. “Okay, thank you 
for fixing your fuckup, now I’m going to cuddle with my cute snake girlfriend, so 
leave!” She lifted Robyn like nothing, her tail kind of dragging on the ground as she 
made her way over to their bedroom, shooing us away. Robyn's ancestor didn’t really 
leave as big an impact as Asano or Gel had; they hadn't even given us a name. 
Simply showed up, patted Robyn, and then flew up into a portal to leave. 

With all that done, me and Leonard made our way down in the elevator, 
stopping in his apartment. | sat down in the armchair | had claimed as mine, sighing. 

“So | think that’s everyone solved. Well, except me. But we can’t solve me.” | 
ran my hand through my hair, enjoying the texture of it, a small satisfied smirk on my 
face. | heard a buzzing from Leonard's pocket as he dug his phone out. 
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“Yeah, really sorry about not being able to summon Meassael.” | felt more 
sorry that my ancestor was called Me-ass-eye-eel. Leonard swiftly unlocked his 
phone with a thumb movement so complicated that | was pretty sure he had a 
second stash of furry porn on it. Scratch that, he definitely had a second stash there. 
“Oh, that's surprising.” 

“What is?” 

“| got invited to a seminar on summoning. My Master sent me the invite, 
thinking it might interest me.” Staring at his phone for five more seconds, he 
shrugged and pocketed it. “Ah, | got enough summoning in me to last a lifetime. 
Three demons in two days is a significant amount. I'll just get to cleaning up my 
apartment.” He grabbed a washcloth nearby and got to work cleaning up the circle. 
As for me? | grabbed the book nearest to me. Josie’s rampage had unearthed a lot of 
stuff. 

“Hey, you okay if | borrow this copy of Cuddle and Monster? The cover looks 
fascinating.” A character split in half, one a bald goateed skinny faced man, the 
other half a pretty witch, holding a cute plush toy in front of them. 

“Oh? Oh yeah, definitely okay with you borrowing that one. More than okay, in 
fact. If you're not planning to help me out though, begone so | can work in peace, foul 
temptress!” He pointed out the door again, chuckling to himself. 

“You're the one responsible for making me look like this, Leonard. I’m also sure 
you're not my type, and | know your type is one that can stretch you like a rubber 
band.” 

“OUT? 
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Interlude 3 - Angel Witch and a Long Way Down 


The Door had moved. It had cheekily moved five meters north and ten meters 
east as if to taunt her. She could only roll her eyes at the antics of the Fae. Katka’s 
nap time was up, and it was time May and her got to work. The door creaked as she 
opened it, the other side covered in the warm colors of dusk, bunches of wisteria 
flowers hanging from up high, shops lining the streets known as Wisteria Way. There 
were many points you could enter or exit it from, but you always had to pass through 
if you intended to enter the Fae Realm. May made her way through, her boots 
making a satisfying sound while she marched to her destination. Wisteria Way was 
the inside of the World Tree, that’s why it was the only way through to the Fae Realm. 
Casually making her way over to the gate she needed to use, May exited the warm, 
dusk-colored street, to find herself in the middle of a field lit by the light of a full Moon 
and nothing else, the edge of a forest nearby. 

There was a path through the forest, dirt set from people walking through, that 
May followed to her destination. The full Moon shone behind the house on chicken 
legs, no matter from which angle you looked at it. She cleared her throat when she 
got close enough, preparing to speak. “Chaloupko! Otoé se dvermi ke mé a zddy k 
lesu!” She stomped on the ground, and the house began turning on command. It was 
a very clever house; it spoke every Slavic language in existence. But it absolutely 
refused to learn any other, and thus you had to speak one to command it. May went 
for Czech, considering she had spent the last ninety years living in Prague. A door 
had manifested on the wall facing her, when there was none whatsoever on the 
house before. The windows lit up and the door creaked open. 

“Oh heya, May, should have texted me you were gonna show up soon, would 
have made myself actually presentable.” The girl who stood in the doorway yawned 
and stretched, her arms above her head and her wings extending to their full length. 
The t-shirt she was wearing pulled up a bit to reveal her somewhat chubby tummy; 
the only thing covering her lower parts was a pair of panties. “Then again, you've 
seen me looking worse. Kybliku, sedni na bobek, at muze jit dal.” The angelic disaster 
of a twenty-something-year-old knocked on the door frame, making the house 
crouch down to allow May entrance. She quickly stepped inside and closed the door. 

“You said you had a pretty clear idea of who it could be. So tell me.” May sat 
down on the armchair in the corner. Surprisingly enough, the interior contrasted 
greatly with the exterior, looking like a modern apartment a young adult would have, 
compared to how the inside of Katka’s Grandmother's home looked. 

“You know how I'm watching over trans folk as a guardian angel, because 
their actual guardian angels aren’t doing their jobs?” Katka was looking through a file 
cabinet at that moment, surprisingly using these analogue means rather than digital 
files. Then again, she was stealing those files from Heaven, so no wonder about that. 

“Yes, I'm very well aware of your little basement cave of protective charms.” 
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“Well, one of the folks I’m watching over was recently involved in a young 
wizard’s fucked-up attempts at awakening his non-existent demonic heritage.” 
Katka threw a file on the table, turned around and closed the cabinet with her wing. 
“He wrote a forum post asking for help dealing with side effects of a botched ritual, 
so I've been keeping an eye on that wizard.” She dropped on her bed, sitting 
cross-legged. May reached out to grab the file, looking through it. “What's 
fascinating is the mother’s side of the family. Or, well, the whole thing in general.” 
Katka was watching May's reaction as she read the file closely, the way May's eyes 
widened and focused harder on absorbing everything in the file. “It’s always 
daughters; even if they start off as sons and fathers, they end up as daughters and 
mothers, one way or another.” The trans girls in the nineteenth century came off as 
really sad. “And if they have husbands, they’re usually gone after the child is born. 
Accidents or other stuff, and the widows end up living with women.” Lesbians all the 
way down. 

May took the picture from the file, looking it over closely. “She has her eyes... 
She has Amber's eyes.” May closed the file, a hand over her mouth as she teared up. 
“| really thought I’d lost them alll. | really thought he got all of them.” Katka got off her 
bed and quickly walked over to May, pulling her into a tight hug, both with her arms 
and her wings. 

“Now you know where she is. You can go talk to her and bond with her. And be 
amom again.” 

“Yeah... Yeah!” May wiped away her tears, taking a deep breath, as a sudden 
realisation hit her. “FUCK! Khazmiel can trace me!” She swiftly pulled out of the hug 
and began pacing around the room in concern. “He thankfully can’t trace her 
because of the fuck-up masking her scent, but | need to be concealed from him 
immediately! | got fucked the moment | left the campus of my company...” 

“Well, |do have a way to make you untraceable by heavenly hosts, but | do 
need to ask you something in regards to it.” 

“Ask me what?" 

“How are you with needles?” 


One moment, Victor Show had been dreaming of being a crusader, leading an 
army against the freaks that populated the world that was rightfully his. Next thing he 
knew, a flaming stone fired from a trebuchet hit him, flinging him off his horse, as he 
began falling. He kept falling, the field of battle disappearing, as if he had 
encountered an out of bounds glitch, going deeper and deeper, as alll light around 
him disappeared. It felt like ages passed, as if he was reliving his ninety long years 
during the fall. He began wondering if he would ever reach the bottom, if there even 
was one. 

Then it hit him. 
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He had expected such a sudden stop would knock his breath out, that it would 
break every bone in his body. But it hadn’t. He got off the ground, noticing he was no 
longer in his gleaming suit of armor, but naked and frail, like he had been in the last 
years of his life. His gaze turned to his surroundings. He stood on a platform of grey 
stone, polished, as if an entire mountain had been carved to make it into this 
structure. The field around it was covered in pillars of the same stone, some as black 
as obsidian, others light grey, a few of them crimson. The pillars went up all the way 
to what appeared as a ceiling; they were all rectangular, and had oddly regular holes 
in them. There was a light scent of sulfur in the air. 

“Ah. | guess it was about time. Shame | didn't do my duty in life. | suppose alll 
new arrivals start here.” 

There was a sound of wings flapping, which made Victor turn to look at the 
source. A large raven-like creature descended. It had a number of crucial differences 
besides its size. Instead of the two wings of a normal raven, it possessed four of them, 
the bottom two having hands at the last elbow, as if the final wing bone was 
extending from the wrist of a human arm. And where one would expect a beak, it 
instead had a flat mask, cast out of bronze, with eye holes of many sizes on it. The 
raven landed and straightened up; with its top pair of wings folded up it looked like a 
man wearing a mask and dark robe. 

“Victor Arthur Show. We had been patiently awaiting your arrival. | welcome 
you to Hell.” 

“| must be really special if I'm getting the Dante treatment. Are you to be my 
Virgil, and show me through Hell and Purgatory, before | enter into Heaven to be with 
my beloved, Lily Hoshikawa, as | rightfully deserve?” 

“lam here to show you the way, that much is true. But | am here to show you 
the way to your eternal torment.” 

“ETERNAL TORMENT!? What have | everdone in my life to deserve eternal 
torment?!” 

The Raven narrowed his many eyes at Victor. “Inciting Violence against the 
marginalised. Wrath at those different than you. Hatred of innocent people living 
their lives.” He stretched his top pair of wings out, making it seem that he grew in size, 
before pointing towards Victor, as a glowing circle grew under the hateful man. “You 
will fit right in with all the others who held ‘God Hates Fags’ signs. | can assure you, 
Victor Arthur Show, God Does Not Care.” From the circle burst a set of jaws covered 
in teeth that surrounded Victor as he screamed and tried to get out before they 
pulled him into the circle. The next thing Victor experienced was being spit out, flying 
for a few seconds over a snow-covered frozen wasteland before he landed in the 
snow, leaving a deep imprint. 

The Raven flew from the landing platform, circling it down before he reached 
his floor, flying in through an open window. “And that's the last of the fucking 
channers. Fuck me running, they're always the worst to deal with.” His voice had 
shifted from a regal, intimidating, attention demanding one... to a Brooklyn accent. 
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He grabbed the stamp and put a big red Punished on Victor's file, as he threw it into 
the sorted pile. And then there was the clink of another file being delivered. He sighed 
and grabbed it out of the mailbox, a massive ‘URGENT’ printed on it. He pulled the file 
out of the envelope. “Well, would ya look at that. And here | am without any medals.” 

The Raven landed on the beach of black sand, carefully walking in-between 
the buried sinners, avoiding their ravenous bites, reaching his target. He returned to 
the regal accent. “Saul Raymond Luxton. Your soul is rotten. It came here with but a 
hint of rot, but now it is nothing but rot.” He reached out and grabbed Saul by the 
neck, pulling him out of the sandy prison. “And Rotten Souls must be burned in the 
Lake of Fire, disappearing from all existence.” As the Raven prepared to throw Saul 
down into the portal he summoned for the delivery, Saul began to feel lighter in his 
grip. He turned his gaze to him in surprise, as Saul seemed to fade and turn into a 
mist that flew upwards, giving the Raven nothing to hold. The shock of it had him 
revert to his regular accent. “Well, that’s fucked.” 


62 


Chapter 13 - He comes from a land down under 


| sat up in bed, groaning annoyedly, letting out a frustrated sigh, before at last 
facepalming and rubbing my face down. “I don't want to sandpaper my clit down 
from continued masturbation to avoid these shitty nightmares.” | pulled the blanket 
off and got up to stretch. The latest one had started off with me hanging out with 
some girls from high school, being treated as one of them, before | passed a mirror 
and my reflection jumped out of it, tearing me out of the clothes | was wearing and 
making me stare at Peter’s naked body. | couldn't even bring myself to call it my 
naked body by now. 

Partially because of how much time | was spending as Lily, but also because | 
felt detached from that body. It felt like putting on a costume whenever | shifted back 
to interact with Clark and Olivia at The Question. An ill-fitting costume made out of a 
very itchy material. | entered the bathroom to splash some cold water on my face. My 
face. The face of a cute succubus. It shouldn't feel this right, to look like Mom when 
she was my age, was what | thought. But it did. Even the hint of circles under my eyes 
from restless sleep wasn't ruining the cute look. | checked the clock, 5 am. The time 
when the Matrix is still loading in, and reality doesn't quite exist. 

Maybe I'd see Bigfoot strolling down the street to get his morning cup of joe if | 
looked outside now. What | really needed, though, was to get back the energy | didn’t 
build by sleeping. “At this rate | oughta get a wand... Hell, I'll have to specify a Hitachi 
Wand if Leo points me to the stores he frequents. Scratch that, he’d point me to 
those ones first.” | grabbed a can of soda from the fridge, downing it in one gulp. 

| could set my hands on fire, did you REALLY expect me to go and get drunk 
off the shits? Imagine the collateral damage! My phone buzzed with a text 
notification. Leonard, of course. But seriously, at five am? 

Throwing on one of my hoodies out of laziness, luckily wearing underwear 
underneath this time around, making it more of a dress, | went down a floor and 
knocked on Leonard's door. “Leo, did you not sleep or did you just get up?” The door 
slowly opened to reveal a horrified Leonard. 

“Option A. | had someone check in on me about the seminar five hours ago, 
whether I'd show up or not, but they didn't check in afterwards.” He moved aside to 
let me in, and | entered just as he made his way over to the laptop. “And now, the first 
thing | see this morning in the news.” He pointed to the article on his screen. 

Fifty dead. Brutally torn apart; they could only count fifty because that’s how 
many heads they found. The rest was either the new paint, or a lovely new pool in the 
center of the hall, as far as they could gather. Both me and Leonard were thankful 
they kept their description brief, to the point, and didn’t include any images of the 
scene. “| could have died. If | had gone, | would have died. And considering the 
scene?” Leonard fell on the lounge couch, rubbing his face. “There’s gonna be a 
Wraith. All the souls of those who horrifically died are gonna be haunting the place, 
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poltergeisting, because they can’t rest properly.” | went for the chair, watching my 
friend look horrified. 

“Is there, is there any way to calm them to avoid that?” 

“A mass exorcism, maybe? Have Saint Pete and whoever the fuck sits down 
there sort them out? We would... have to make our way over, however.” Leonard 
turned paler than | thought was possible. He was whiter than a blank page in a Word 
document already. He was gonna go transparent at this rate. And he was definitely 
not ready to be anyone's dad. 

“Alright, got it, you go acclimate to gore with that weird branch of furry art, I'll... 
guess I'll have to go as Peter again for the tram ride.” My shoulders sunk down, and | 
let out a deep sigh; Leonard got an eureka expression in that moment. As if he had 
just had an epiphany. Or remembered something. It was followed by him rolling off 
the couch and crawling around his place on all fours, to pull out a tiny notebook he 
threw at me. | caught it easily. 

“| looked into glamours, found one that’s usually used to hide pimples or such, 
basically magic makeup, but it should work well enough.” | opened the little booklet, 
noticing the instructions scribbled there, and | beamed at the implication. | downright 
sprinted back up the stairs to my apartment afterwards, slamming the doors and 
quickly absorbing all the information from the booklet, and performing the spell. It felt 
as if | were brushed completely over by something. | entered the bathroom with 
closed eyes, turning to face where the mirror was. The anticipation was making me 
hyperventilate, but | took a deep breath and opened my eyes. 

| still looked like Lily. But my horns were gone, and my skin was no longer 
candy red, but peach-toned. | just stood there, staring at the reflection for five 
minutes, a smile creeping on my face during it, until | burst into a fit of laughter. | 
facepalmed, and ended up touching my horns, which were still physically present, 
just invisible. My laughter turned hysterical. “Why do you have to feel so right? Why 
do you have fo feel correct? | can't be a girl! | can’t be! It’s not allowed! Father will 
never let me!” | made my way out of the bathroom, still hysterically laughing. “| CAN'T 
BE ONE! HE’LL NEVER LET ME BE ONE! AAAAAAAA!!” 


It was half an hour later, once | managed to stop hysterically laughing and 
crying from seeing Lily in the mirror, that | made my way downstairs and outside, still 
in the one outfit | had bought. Considering the amount of time | spent as Lily, | should 
have gotten more outfits by now. However, | had only just gotten the glamour spell. 
The ability to just get to be a girl, without people staring at me weirdly. Although it 
meant no hats. | could live without hats. Leonard was waiting outside, dressed like 
The Dude’s goth twin, with what was probably a black bathrobe over a tank top and 
some skinny jeans, with flip-flops. “Thank fuck that I’m not into men. You put zero 
effort into this look, did you?” | skipped over to him, his expression showing just how 
hurt he was at me calling him out for his fashion choices. 
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“I'll have you know this coat is a traditional exorcism coat; it has protective 
charms sewn between two layers of fabric!” He huffed and crossed his arms. 

“I’m not carrying your ass home when you kiss the pavement due to 
heatstroke, Leo.” | started walking to the tram stop, the lazy wizard behind me. 

“The room is going to be cold as Hell, I’m more worried about you freezing in 
there with your short skirt.” 

“| can set my fists on fire. | got turned into a literal sex demon thanks to 
SOMEONE'S accident, which probably means I’m always the perfect temperature 
for cuddling.” At least | figured so; | hadn‘t really gotten a chance to try it yet. 

“Speaking of... | see the glamour worked. You look cute in human form.” We 
were almost at the spot; it was still way too early, the only people up at this hour had 
bakeries and pastry shops and such to run. So there was nobody waiting for the 
tram. | was just hoping Cycle wasn’t the one driving today; they were really chatty 
with lone passengers. 

“Thanks. The horns are still there, just invisible.” We got on, a whistle coming 
through the speakers of the tram. 

“Usually don’t drive anyone this early, kiddos, where are you off to?” The 
chipper ambiguous digital voice was something the Als designed for themselves. 
And it wasn’t Cycle’s voice, thank fuck. 

“Old Campus, please.” | went to the seat that popped out of the floor as me 
and Leonard got on. 

“Alright, little miss devil, although it is a bit too early for any planned vigil to 
happen. They're still busy identifying the victims.” Right, they would be. Although if 
the news had already reported on it, the city watch was probably identifying them 
off-location. The driver's remark left me wondering though. 

“Little miss devil? What do you mean?” How the hell could an Al hired to run a 
tram see past a magic glamour? Leonard joined me and the tram departed. 

“| got so many different scanners in here to make sure somebody doesn’t get 
on with a gun or a bomb, so | can see your horns on the infrared. Wouldn't have said 
anything if it wasn’t just the two of you.” There was an audible shrug in the driver's 
tone of voice, and thus | gave them a shrug in return. I'd trust an Al with that tech over 
a human with it. ‘Protect humans’ made them all ancoms that stood with the West 
during the civil war. 

And filmmakers thought Skynet would nuke us. 


The air was filled with dread as we approached the old campus; the buildings 
here were the origins of this city. First there was the college, then the town. The smell 
of iron was strong in the air, and considering | had cut myself while trying to cook 
before, | knew exactly what that smell meant. 

Well, Leo HAD also shown me the news. But it hits harder when you're in the 
space the horror took place in. The smell was strong, but it wasn't vomit inducing. 
There weren't any officers around that could be seen now. The tape was there over 
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the door to the lecture hall, as well as a notice warning people from entering and 
giving an overview of why. When you've got a swarm of drones to scan and record 
everything for you, collecting evidence takes half an hour tops. Leonard checked the 
door to see if it was locked, and once he had determined that yes, the off-limits area 
was locked, he pulled out a bone from a pocket in his coat, and tapped the lock three 
times. “Skeleton Key.” He threw it back in his pocket as he opened the door, and we 
passed under the tape inside. 

Have you ever watched the first Hellboy movie, the one from Guillermo del 
Toro, not the 2019 reboot? There is a scene in it of Rasputin rising out of a pool of 
blood, returning to our realm. | was fully expecting to see the weird smelly goat of a 
Russian with a supposedly magic dick emerge from the center of the hall. The pool of 
blood would go past my ankles. And tbh, my dick is more magical than his. | can 
make it disappear and reappear on command. Top that, Gregor. The walls hadn‘t 
gotten a new paint job from the attack, and none of the desks, which were arranged 
in half circles around a center podium, were damaged. The room looked like one of 
the old observation halls hospitals had for surgeries in the 19th century. And it had 
resulted in the neat blood pond in the center of the room. When | tried to move 
around, | found myself held in place. 

“Now what do two young adults like you have tah do with this mess?” There 
was a hand on my shoulder, gripping it tight. “Oh come on, who gave ya the makeup 
glamour ta hide ya demonic heritage? Was it mistah chicken wing key over here? 
Couldn't even bother getting ya friend a nicer one? Amateur, fuggedaboutit.” The 
grip tightened. “I did ask a question though, kiddos, so ya better go ahead and 
answer quick, ‘fore | get even more suspicious of your antics.” Somehow, the Boston 
accent was adding to the intimidation factor, not loosening it. | dry swallowed. 

“He got invited but didn't go and we want to free the trapped souls here!” | 
blurted out, hoping that would get the mafia impersonator off our backs. 

“Oh? Good Samaritans, ‘ere to free the souls? Well, that’s generous of ya, 
doing my job for me. Well, half of it at least.” The grip loosened as me and Leo got 
spun around to face the man. He was 54”, wearing bronze-rimmed glasses and a 
faded suit. He had felt much, much taller when he was holding on. “The name’s 
Bournael. Fallen Angel, current greeter at Hell’s Landing for the scum of the Earth. 
One of the scummiest bastards got out before | barbequed his rotten soul due to a 
botched summoning. Emerged here, had a snack, fucked off to God knows where.” 
Bournael got out a metal cigarette box from his pocket, but instead of a cigarette, he 
pulled out a pretzel stick to munch on from it. “Hell, they probably don’t know either.” 

There was a notification from Leonard's phone, a newsletter from one of the 
news sites he was subscribed to. “Uhm. What's the name of the soul you're looking 
for, Mr. Bournael?” 

“Saul Raymond Luxton. Why, you got a clue?” Bournael was keeping the 
pretzel stick in his mouth as if it were a toothpick. His image didn’t really scream 
Fallen Angel, truth be told. 
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“Does a breaking news article about a presumed dead CEO of a 
Seattle-based company reappearing and taking back control count as a clue?” Leo 
let both me and Bournael take a peek at his phone screen, the photo of the sharply 
dressed man entering the office building of Luxton Industries on it. 

“Oh, that bastard’s back to his classic antics is he? Well, kiddos, gonna have 
to rope ya into helping me out here with this piece a shit.” He finally bit into the stick, 
breaking it in half and chewing angrily. “How far is Seattle from Chertovice?” 

“Half an hour by bullet train,” | answered, knowing the track there easily. 
Father did have me visit for the holidays, despite how cold the visits felt. Hopefully the 
summer weather would keep my mind occupied from remembering that coldness. 
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Chapter 14 - On a Highway to FRICK 


“We should finish what we came here to do, though.” Leonard spoke up, 
reminding me of the job. 

“Right, yeah, Ghostbusting. Do you have a plan for that?” | raised my eyebrow 
to let Leo Know | was listening in. Bournael seemed to have gone closer to the door. 

“If you lot need me, I'll be on a bird feed break.” He left the room, giving us a 
final wave as the door closed behind him. His glamour must have been worse than 
mine, because | caught a glimpse of his shadow, large and imposing and four 
winged, possessing bird feet. | Know angels are called pigeons in some stories, but | 
wasn't expecting a fallen one to literally be a bird. 

“Got it, Bournael!” | yelled at him. 

“Just call me Bournie!” he yelled back. | figured | should get him some 
sunflower seeds. Bread is not good for birds. You think humans get fat from carbs? 
Imagine what bread does to ducks! BOOM! Leonard was busy looking through his 
phone for something. Probably the ritual. | could see his breath turning to fog from 
the cold. 

“| don’t know if | can draw in that pool over there for the ritual circle, although... 
There should be a circle there already, an elevator ride up from Hell.” Leonard 
scratched his chin and all five hairs on it. Oh no wait, six. Aww, lookit him, going 
through puberty and growing into a respectable young man at last. At this rate, he’d 
have a full beard on his deathbed! A whole quarter of an inch of it! Well, okay, that 
was a bit too mean of me. 

He took a deep breath, and started walking to the center of the room, right 
into the blood pool. Oh, that’s not washing out of those skinny jeans. Not if he wants 
to keep them black. “Leo. Why. Couldn’t you have Mosesed up yourself a path? 
Come on, the Red Sea is right there!” Okay, | shouldn’t be making light of the scene, 
but come on. How could | miss that opportunity. 

“Shushies, you, and get to aggravating the spirits with hellfire or something.” 
He pointed at me accusatively, and | shrugged and gave him the middle finger. A lit 
middle finger. Oh | should so do that move far more often, the energy of a flaming 
middle finger was amazing. What wasn't so amazing was the wailing that now filled 
the room, dots floating around in pairs. 

“Awww, not spooky ghosts or sheet ghosts, just eyes?” | pouted, turning my 
flame off and stretching, as Leonard worked on the ritual. There was a light from the 
pool of blood, muted due to how viscous old blood is, and Leonard thrust his arms up 
in triumph. The eyes began pulling into the light. And then there was a tug on my 
chest, and | flew across the room, colliding with Leonard, as we began falling. 


There wasn't a sudden thud of hitting the ground. No momentum ending. 


Nothing like the Mr. Bean intro (What? The show is hilarious, and most of the comedy 
can be read as a neurodivergent person trying to function in neurotypical society. 
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Okay, so the cartoon reveals he’s an alien, but whatever, I'm sticking to my reading. 
And to watching old shows). The ground was a smooth rock, and when | got up and 
looked around, | could see huge pillars, stretching for miles. Leonard was laying on 
the ground next to me, groaning. | guess he had gotten a thud. And then there were 
three shunks of beings materialising. On the right, someone with goat legs, their tits 
out, an obvious bulge in their short shorts, a goatee, goat horns, a pentagram tattoo 
on their forehead, a pair of feathered wings, and a pair of shades covering their eyes. 
On the left was someone with serious chest, arm and leg hair, a pair of insect wings 
on their back, and buggy compound eyes. 

And between those two, the hottest person | had ever seen. Were they a guy? 
Were they a girl? Who the fuck knows; everybody found them hot, which made 
everybody gay. Their hair golden and somewhat glowing, a miniskirt and crop top as 
their outfit, their feet bare, they were hovering above the ground slightly. The most 
striking detail was their horns. Tilted backwards, they didn't end in sharp points, and 
they weren't symmetrical; there was an obvious crack in the back, making it clear the 
horns were once a ring. The Hot One inhaled sharply upon seeing us. “Way too early, 
darlings, way too early.” They turned to face Leonard, squatting down. “You, Leo, 
you're a wildcard when it comes to showing up here once you perish. | have no clue 
when you're going to do more than you can handle.” They shifted their gaze to me. 
“You, Lily -- well, by the looks of things you might sort that bit out and live a long and 
fulfilling life.” They straightened themselves out, and | noticed the bandaged-up 
stumps on their back, six of them, each of a different length. “So you're in Hell now. | 
think you might recognize Baphomet and Beelzebub. Baph and Lizzie are good pals 
of mine.” They had moved back inbetween their companions, grabbing them gently 
by the shoulder. All | could do was stiffen up slightly, slowly turn to Leonard, imagine a 
creaking noise from an old cartoon while turning, and take a deep breath in. 

“NOT ONLY DO YOU TURN ME INTO A SUCCUBUS WITH GOAT CHEESE 
CRAVINGS THAT RESULTED IN MY TOILET ALMOST GETTING CLOGGED 
YESTERDAY. NOT ONLY DO YOU FUCK UP THE ENTIRE APARTMENT BUILDING 
AND MAKE ME DEAL WITH A FUCKING CHANNER INA FIST FIGHT. NOT ONLY ARE 
YOU UNABLE TO CONTACT MY ANCESTOR TO FIX THE CRAVINGS.” | took another 
deep breath, since | was running out of it, and yelled at the top of my lungs, loud 
enough that the angels up above would probably hear it.“BUT TO TOP IT ALL OFF, 


this point. The combination of being in Hell, surrounded by three demons and a hot... 
fallen... angel... oh fuck, the hot one is Lucifer aren’t they? Now | feel dumb for not 
connecting the dots right away. Of COURSE Lucy would be Hot Like That! Anyways. 
Leonard was almost ready to reenact Solid Snake and Otacon’s first meeting, with 
himself as Otacon. | still can’t believe those two ended up dating and adopted a little 
girl together. Lucifer whistled. 
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“Last time | heard of someone looking like you do right now, Lily, it was The 
Grieving Mother right after her heart shattered. | do dig the flaming eyes thing.” They 
hummed, and Baphome?t snorted next to them. 

“Hey, Lily, could you close your right eye for just a second, and look over 
here?” | did as Baphomet had asked, noticing them taking a picture with their phone. 
“Oh, he’s gonna groan so much that | won't let him live that one down.” They stashed 
their phone in their shorts, and | took a couple breaths to calm down. | hadn’‘t even 
noticed my glamour had turned off, and the flame on my arms was like an aura of cat 
claws. Hey, | could even see toe beans in the flames. Leonard gulped, finally 
returning to reality from being frozen stiff from fear. Which made my brain finally 
catch up to something Lucifer had mentioned. 

“Wait, what, we’re both going here? Is it me being a succubus and Leonard 
doing magic?” It would make some sense, but dammit, | didn’t want to end up being 
tortured for eternity because someone way back when fucked a hot succubus lady. 

“Oh, no, | have a claim to the souls of all trans people, for protection. I’m 
genderfluid, you see. One of the reasons | got kicked out of Heaven; my Ren didn’t 
like me having a gender.” Lucifer turned to gesture to one of the pillars. “So, when 
someone who is trans dies, | grab their souls and give them a lovely apartment to 
spend eternity in, in one of those skyscrapers.” They sighed and rubbed their eyes. 
“Unfortunately, that deal means | can’t actually trade in them; nobody can, meaning 
they're unsellable for contract-based transitions. Blame God.” Well, that would 
explain why my idle thoughts never actually worked. Or it would explain it, if | was 
trans. | wasn’t allowed to be trans, | couldn't be a girl, Dad wouldn't let me, he wanted 
an heir to the Donnellan name. 

“That sounds... nice? | guess...? Anyways, uhm, can we get back somehow? 
You did say it was too early for us.” | rubbed my shoulder, remembering my glamour 
got turned off, and thus | quickly cast it back. 

“Oh yeah, no prob, do say hi to Bournie for me. Tell him | got some Pocky for 
him once he’s back.” Lucifer snapped their fingers and pointed up, and the scene 
around me and Leonard changed back to the seminar room, with Bournael standing 
there. 

“Oh for -- | turn around for two seconds and humans are starting shit. Alright, 
you had your fun, now let's fucking go deal with a capitalist cannibal.” Bournael 
shook his head, and | shrugged, walking over to him. 

“Oh yeah, Lucifer told me they got Pocky for you when you get back.” 

“Did that supermodel tell you what flavor?” 

“Nope, sorry, too busy making Leonard piss himself and telling us a... scary 
fact.” 

“Figures. Never gets their thoughts out completely. It’s why they’re not allowed 
to DM the D&D sessions; they always forget to mention stuff.” He shrugged, and 
turned to Leonard. “Alright, you Goth Arthur Dent-lookin’ warlock wannabe, get your 
ass up, we're going on a train ride.” 
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Chapter 15 - Neurodivergent Train 


The mag-rails used by the bullet trains had been built up in the past fifty years, 
right after the lobbyists of the automotive industry got offed. Cars were exceedingly 
rare now, urban and suburban areas using trams and subways and trains, cars left 
for rural areas or emergency services. 

That is to say, the three of us were enjoying a quiet, speedy, calm ride to 
Seattle, passing by the reforested areas. It was too quiet. The only sound was 
Bournael munching on pretzel sticks. The train car was just the three of us, and of 
course the conductor. Although they were in every car. The silence was killing me. 

“So... Saul Raymond Luxton...” | spoke up, trying to strangle the silence like 
you'd strangle an abuser. “What's the deal with him? Did he end up in Hell just 
because he’s a capitalist pig?” Bournael stopped munching on his stick at my 
question. 

“He ate people. Whole family did. And not in a sexy way.” His answer made me 
gulp for a second before sighing. 

“Did you have to word that he’s a cannibal that way?” | crossed my arms, and 
he shrugged. 

“No. | didn’t. But do you know how annoying it gets to have tah be a majestic 
semi-demonic bouncer?” Bournie cleared his throat. “Welcome, Thy Name, we have 
been expecting Thy coming. For Thine actions in life, Thine eternal punishment has 
been decided.” The voice he put on gave me vibes as if Zeus or something was 
talking to me. “I ain’t into anal, so having that stick up my ass isn’t enjoyable at all.” He 
had returned to his Boston accent. 

“Yeah, | figure just a straight rod wouldn't be enjoyable, but hey I’m not the one 
with a fursona who gets smut of said sona.” My gaze fell on Leonard with a sigh. 
Somehow, he had managed to pass out while we traveled, getting the rest he 
desperately needed. “Right so, Saul is bad because he’s a cannibal?” | turned back 
to Bournie, who shrugged. 

“Purgatory usually gets the survivalist type cannibals, you know, the lot that 
myth says transform and stuff. If you’re the one responsible directly for the deaths of 
dozens just to feed an ego trip of superiority, along with sourcing your kills from the 
marginalised you think nobody cares about, well...” He took another bite of his pretzel 
stick. “That’s when you get sent to my neck of the afterlife to eternally starve while 
surrounded by other cannibals out of biting range. Honestly not the worst 
punishment we got. You should see the pit TERFS are in.” Bournie stretched out, 
putting his feet up as he had a bench to himself. “Just a bunch of two-way mirror 
boxes with soundproofing, letting them yell and scream all their hateful thoughts and 
feelings with nobody to hear or see them.” He stashed the pretzel sticks away, 
checking the time. “Luci considered doing the Hell ls Other People route at first, and 
did a trial run with a group of five of them, but they made it Hell for the trans people 
living in the dorms under Luci’s protection. So they got the scream boxes filled with 
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the voices of strawmen for them to argue with for eternity.” | nodded at his 
explanation, before a question formed in my mind. 

“So, what happened with Victor Show?” 

“Oh, the Last Channer Alive? Frozen Wasteland in the nude, literally made to 
Chill The Fuck out. Fucker asked if he was gonna go to Heaven to spend eternity with 
some anime character, Lily Hochikawa he said.” 

“The eternally twelve-year-old zombie trans girl from Zombieland Saga?” 
Leonard seemed to have woken up at the mention of anime. What a fucking weeb. 
“Well, that’s pedophile and chaser added onto his list of sins. Probably necrophilia 
too.” Leonard straightened himself out from his sleeping position. Had | mentioned he 
had fallen asleep in my lap? Yeah, he fell asleep in my lap. Maybe if he had the wolf 
ears of his fursona, | might have scratched him behind them. He is a chaotic dorky 
furry weeb who is horny on main and keeps fucking up spells, but dammit, he’s my 
chaotic dorky furry weeb who is horny on main and keeps fucking up spells. Like an 
older sibling | had to be responsible for, but who you couldn't help but actually care 
about despite their fuck-ups. He wasn’t my type anyway, even if | was into dudes and 
considered dating him in the slightest. 

Well, okay, no, twinky furry that would be good at crossdressing and... Oh. My 
ideal dude is a girl who doesn’t know yet that she is one. Congrats Lily, you're not 
escaping that attraction. Wait, did | seriously call myself Lily in my thoughts’... | did. 
Fuck. Okay, keep hiding it. It’s gonna be fine. I'll just... be Lily while home alone, | can 
do that, right? That won't make Dad mad, he'll have his son trying to meet his 
expectations, without ever knowing said son spends his free time with a pair of boobs 
wearing cute dresses. | can manage living like that, right? There was a bit of quick 
blunt pain coming from the side of my head, and | turned to face Leonard, whose 
hand was way too close and already reloaded for another flick. 

“You're having a very concerning face journey and zoned out there for a solid 
three minutes. Are you doing okay?” He put his hand down, and | awkwardly nodded. 

“Yeah yeah, just some... just some thoughts bubbling to the surface that I’ve 
been burying since the ritual.” | wasn’t expecting Leonard to start giving me head 
pats in that moment, and so | pouted. “You're the one with a wolfboy fursona out of 
the two of us, you're the one who is supposed to be getting headpats.” 

“And you're the cute short girl with soft hair and a lot on her mind.” Oh. 
Pronouns usage. Fuck. No Lily don’t get happy about that we can’t be happy about 
that we're supposed to be a guy we’re not allowed to be a girl. Damn you, Leonard! 
Why must you curse me thrice? 

“Shut up, or I'll show Bournie your stash.” | was definitely blushing. | was not 
prepared to be called cute, and the positive feelings were not helping me bury them. 

“Nah, don't, | ain’t interested in a dude’s porn stash; heck, I'm not exactly a 
dude, either. It wouldn't embarrass him as much anyway. Now the shit the crew in 
Lust deals with now that’s some nasty shit.” Bournie frowned at the thought. “They let 
me take a peek once and | threw up. | don’t have a mouth in my angelic form. | threw 
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up without a mouth! The amount of child porn and gore and rape was fucking 
sickening.” 

“So you don't get sent to Lust for just being horny on main?” Leonard inquired. 

“Fuck no, have you SEEN Luci? Oh wait, you have, they personally greet trans 
arrivals to give them the whole ‘I own your soul to protect you, enjoy your new flat in a 
comfy spot, lets hang out sometime’ shtick. Hell would be full to the brim if every 
horny fucker came down there! Pun intended.” Bournie took a peek outside, sighing. 
“Nah, you have to do some nasty shit related to you being a horny fucker to get sent 
there.” His answer made me nod, and remember something he had said earlier. 

“You said you're not exactly a dude? Should | switch pronouns then?” 

“Nah, he/him’‘s fine, Lily. A supernatural’s relationship to gender is extremely 
individualised and personal. Most angels don’t have one, some develop one, plenty of 
demons switch or find something that fits them. I'd describe mine as the Raven 
yelling Nevermore in Poe’s Poem. It really sucks humans didn’t get to experiment as 
much as we did, due to the church and state and society and such.” There was a 
ding on the screen hanging from the ceiling, which turned to us and showed we were 
almost in Seattle already. “Well, you seem to have done some restructuring in 
regards to that though. Ten, twenty more years and maybe you'll kick the habit of 
gendering babies based on genitals when they're born. At least you completely 
stopped chopping them up if they don’t fit one or the other.” The three of us got up 
and moved to the door, right as the train stopped at the station. 

The moment the door opened, the smell of rain-filled air filled my lungs. Rain 
always smelled nice, but damn, my heightened senses really brought it to another 
level. Ah, the nostalgia of visiting grandparents from Mom’s side who lived here while 
| still lived with Mom. They passed shortly before she did. Otherwise, | might have 
gotten a few years with them during my adolescence, instead of the prison room at 
Dad's place... 

“Did either of you bring an umbrella?” Bournie asked, which made both me 
and Leo shake our heads, and made me yell out a loud internal ‘fuck’. “Leo’s fine, it'll 
add to his edgy emo aesthetic, but with the glamour you're using it’s gonna look 
really fucking weird that there’s two spots in front of your head that the rain flows 
around.” Bournie sighed and ushered us out of the train. “Give me a minute.” There 
was a sound of wings flapping as he disappeared, returning shortly with three 
umbrellas. A classic formal black one for him, a clear one for Leonard, and... one that 
was covered in kittens for me... 

“Bournie, are you making fun of me?” 

“| had to grab them from somewhere, and the only ones who would loan me 
any were a vodnik who was visiting to check his souls for soul-tax purposes, and one 
of the closet monsters that spook kids into staying in bed and watches over them. 
That's why the kittens.” He opened his up, along with a small notebook. “Alright, | 
grabbed the file on Saul, | know where his office is at, so let's go bust some heads.” 
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“Shouldn't he be at home or something?” Leonard asked one of the few 
sensible questions he has asked in his whole life. 

“His penthouse is in the headquarters of his company, considering he was 
listed as dead for nearly a year because he died in a plane crash and his body was 
never recovered. He’s making sure people are painfully aware he’s alive and kicking,” 
Bournie replied, hopping onto a tram with me and Leo in tow, headed for one of the 
gaudiest skyscrapers in Seattle. 
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Chapter 16 - On days like these, folks like you... should be burning in hell 


It was barely 6 am. All this traveling and moving around, and it was still earlier 
than most people were up. The only people up were bakers, chefs, and people who 
took all nighters. Nobody working an office job had to get up before eight. So most 
didn’t. And Saul’s skyscraper base was alll offices. 

The three of us stood in front of it, the rain having stopped for ten minutes 
now, letting Bournie stash away the umbrellas in some sorta hammerspace he had 
access to. As we stood in front of the doors, none of us knew how to begin our 
approach. “So... Bournie, you got anything in your notes about this place?” | turned to 
the fallen angel of the group, who shook his head. | then turned to the furry of the 
group. “Leonard, any scrying spells or something? | really don’t feel like busting down 
the front door and running up to the penthouse to kick this bastard’s ass.” He 
scratched his chin in contemplation, taking his phone out to scroll through it. And 
then he started typing rapidly. 

“Best scrying spell around, archive of building plans. Viva La Freedom Of 
Information.” Leo kept clicking and searching. Right, yeah, office buildings and 
company stuff had to have their things available publically. Your personal 
information is protected, don’t want to get outed or anything, and doctor 
confidentiality is a thing. But this kept them out of being shady, because not 
providing the information meant they were being shady. “The penthouse was added 
when Luxton Corp took over the building. It has a balcony that’s hard to see from 
down here. If we could fly, that'd be the easiest route. Or if | found a teleport spell.” 

“The last time you tried moving stuff around with magic, we ended up in Hell, 
and | do not want to get wet two ways by seeing Lucifer again thank you very much.” 
| had to shoot down Leonard's teleport plan fast. | did not need another existential 
crisis on top of the one | already had. There was a sound, as if a murder of crows took 
to the air all at once, which made me and Leonard turn to face the source. The 5’4” 
Bostonian in an ill fitting suit was now a four-winged feathered demon, a flat bronze 
mask with a number of different sized eyes for a face, bird talons for feet, and the 
bottom pair of wings had hands attached to them at the second fold. And he was 
eight feet tall. 

“Literal Fallen Angel here kids. | can fly. And it’s early enough where | won't 
freak people out with it.” He gestured to himself. It was way too uncanny to hear his 
voice without seeing any mouth moving, especially with the amount of eyes he had. 

“Oh. Well then. Can you carry two people up?” | raised my eyebrow at him. 

“| threw a pretty famous porn star into the frozen wastes to Chill Out myself, no 
wormhole for him, and he’s buff and big. | can carry a twink and a shortie easier than 
| can carry my stash of pretzel sticks.” He grabbed me and Leonard by the waist, 
swiftly flapping up and into the air. 

“C-come on! Don’t make me flash the whole town! | forgot to buy shorts to 
cover my panties!” | was desperately trying to hold my skirt down until we landed. 
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| was expecting healing items and ammo drops in front of the door. | guessed 
‘get the fallen angel companion to transport you straight to the boss entrance’ 
counts as speedrun strats. The balcony had a floor mosaic of a sun, with some 
outside furniture under a tarp to keep it from being rained on. | walked up to the door, 
expecting handles, and seeing it was a glass sliding door. | sighed and approached 
them. Nope, not the automatic kind. And they were clearly locked. “Smashing the 
glass would make the alarm go off.” Leonard walked past me in that moment, the 
chicken bone in his hand, giving a light tap to the door to open it. 

“Skeleton Key.” He shrugged, | shook my head, Bournie walked past us inside. 
| was hit with strong smells coming from the kitchen: Bacon, eggs, toast, sausages. 
Fucker was getting a whole buffet cooked up for himself in there. 

“Bournael, dear warden of mine, | wasn't expecting you to visit quite so soon. 
Or to do so in the company of two young adults.” The voice came from a landing 
above us, making us all turn to face the source. An average-sized man in a shirt and 
slacks, cleanly shaven with short hair, looking downright sunbleached. “No fat on the 
boy, he’d be more fitting as bones for stock. The young lady would make a good 
roast. Do tell me...” He adjusted his cuff link. “Are either of them Hormone Fed stock? 
|do much prefer my meat to be natural and organic.” Okay, this guy wasn’t just a 
capitalistic cannibal, he was a capitalistic cannibal with transphobic taste buds. 

“We have come to reclaim thy soul, and to bring thee to the Lake of Fire, 
where thy Rotten soul shall turn to ash.” Dammit, Bournie, at least warn me when you 
code switch from Bostonian to Messenger of God. “If thou surrenderest thyself 
willingly to thine earned punishment, thou shalt avoid a smiting.” 

“Oh trust me, Bournael, | would love to join you back down there; it was a 
delightful vacation to avoid having to deal with my employees. But | have a lot to do 
now that I’m back.” He snapped his fingers; the sliding door closed and was covered 
in a sheet of metal, locking us in. “Please do mind you don’t stain the Persian rug as 
you bleed to death; | don’t trust any of the cleaners in town to treat it well.” 

There was the clicking of a lock unlocking, the shifting sound of a door moving, 
and the wall underneath Saul opening to reveal a cabinet of bodies, standing 
upright, yet looking dead. He took a ring out of his pocket and slipped it on as the 
dozen or so creatures awoke from their slumber. You might expect a horde of pale 
humanoids to start yelling and to immediately lunge for you. | was definitely 
expecting it. What | wasn't expecting was for them to shuffle out of the cabinet 
huddled together, as if they were a bunch of units selected in an RTS game moving 
together. 

“Ghouls are quite handy. | do not like to waste stock if | won't eat it, so why not 
make a soulless horde of mind controlled soldiers to throw at my problems?” He 
pointed with the finger the ring was on, drawing a circle in the air. “Due to the whole 
nature of them being a brainless mob of flesh eaters, however, | do not get to use 
them quite enough. Have fun.” 
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The twelve ghouls turned to us, preparing claws to rend us with as they rushed 
us. | barely managed to knock Leonard back and to turn on my flaming fists in time 
before one of them was on me. Most of the horde was focusing on Bournie, leaving 
me with only three. This wasn't going to be a pretty-looking choreographed action 
sequence where each enemy comes for the hero one on one. This was gonna be a 
street brawl. Two of them leapt forward, trying to fall on me to pin me down from 
above, as the third ran to try and tackle me. | barely managed to dodge most of 
them, but one of them managed to claw at my arm. There was a satisfying thud as 
they all fell on each other, however, giving me precious seconds fo think. Only 
seconds, though, as they rose up quite quickly to continue their assault. Sometimes 
being brainless means being effective. After all, you're just following orders, doing as 
you're told, you're not responsible for your actions. Shame the ghouls lacked the 
cognitive functioning to realise the bullshit of that idea. That they actually embodied 
that idea. 

| decided in that moment, if they wouldn't fight one on one by rushing me one 
after the other, I’d force them to. | burst into a sprint, tackling one of them right as he 
got up, forcing him back through the room towards the cabinet they emerged from, 
which gave me plenty of room. The ghoul was clawing at my back the whole time. 
But | didn’t feel anything more than a scratch. With a swift toss, the ghoul flew across 
the room, smashing into the ceiling above Saul with enough force to crack it. | soun 
around to face the other ghouls rushing me, punching one right in the face with the 
force of my turn. There was a satisfying crunch from the impact. | kept the spin going, 
managing to throw broken nose into number three, carrying the momentum of my 
swing with my fist buried in the face of one, who was effectively a battering ram of 
the other, aligning myself and stopping the swing, which threw them back into their 
cabinet, right against the wall. Two of them flew by me, covered in deep cuts, landing 
in the cabinet as well, burying number three under a pile of bodies. It made me turn 
to see Bournie clawing with his talons and his lower wings. It was like he had shifted 
his form to be quadrupedal instead of bipedal, giving him access to the sharp shiny 
talons on his feet for kicks. Kicks that had thrown the two identified flying fuckers 
past me. Which gave me just enough time to think. 

There was one target that would end the combat encounter right away. With 
a running start, | leapt forward, hoping to catch the railing of the landing, only to 
experience a profound sense of deja vu, as one of the ghouls jumped at me from the 
side, and held onto my waist. As | fell to the ground, another started making his way 
over to help hold me down. The one holding me by the waist was getting drool all 
over my skirt, opening his mouth to bite, and | could see that all of his teeth were 
broken. Broken so as to be sharp and good at tearing flesh. The bit of my waist he 
was holding me at was somewhat awkward to reach with punches or kicks, and his 
friend was seconds away from pinning my arms, which would leave me as a perfect 
snack. 
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This wasn't how | hoped my first experience of being eaten would go. But as 
the hugger got close enough to bite me, there was a splash on his face, making him 
visibly confused. Both him and the other one had stopped. 

“I-I'm helping!” Leonard yelled out from across the room, standing with his 
back to the balcony, a small sphere of water conjured in his palm. Had he seriously 
just tossed water at a ghoul? 

“Dude, this is a fight for our lives, not summer at a pool where we throw water 
balloons!” | reminded Leonard. The distraction was enough to allow me to spin 
around, effectively letting me straddle the hugger ghoul as | drove my fist right into 
his already broken teeth. Specifically, | hit the side of his jaw, so as to not cut myself 
on them. | jumped off of him, and kneed the other ghoul that had approached me, 
who was drenched from head to toe. “Do you seriously not have fireballs or 
something?!” | yelled back to Leo, as | grabbed the ghoul before me by the shoulders, 
tossing him back into the cabinet. 

“| don’t want to burn the place down!” Leo called back, now with a ghoul of his 
own to face. Luckily Bournie was close enough to lift that one up and toss him my 
way, so | elbowed him right in the ribs, and then turned to face the big boss. 

“Bournie, you too busy to Fastball Special me?” | was staring down Saul, who 
was beginning to look visibly nervous, looking down on us from up top. 

“To what you?” Bournie asked while keeping the few remaining ghouls away 
from Leonard. | ran towards him. 

“You're David, Saul’s Goliath, I’m the rock!” Biblical references, never expected 
to use those. But Bournael’s many eyes smiled as he connected the dots. Seconds 
later, | felt the familiar softness of Bournie’s wings as he picked me up, tossing me 
right at Saul. He threw me fast enough that Saul had no chance of reacting, despite 
having heard the whole plan, and | quickly acquainted his face with my shoes. The 
impact from my dropkick sent him flying back, only stopping when he crashed into 
his dinner table. Casually strolling over, | pulled the ring off his finger, tossing it to 
Bournie, who promptly hammerspaced it. The remaining ghouls stopped moving, as 
if the controller had run out of batteries and disconnected, and they just stood there, 
looking unsettling. 

Now that the threat was dealt with, my brain began processing stuff. First off, 
I'd made someone whose boots got licked lick my boots. Second off, THOSE 
FUCKERS RUINED THE ONE OUTFIT | HAVE. The realisation made me pull Saul up 
by the neck of his shirt, to headbutt him right in the nose, breaking it. | suppose when 
you got horns you oughta be thick skulled as well, to deal with the impact. “YOU 
BASTARD! YOU FUCKED UP MY BLOUSE AND SKIRT. THEY’RE LITERALLY THE 
ONLY CLOTHES | HAVE. WHAT THE FUCK, DUDE!” He looked at me, grinning, blood 
spilling not only from his nose, but also his mouth. 

“So you were hormone-fed stock after all. Shame you weren't as passive as 
your kind tends to be; you’d have made a stunning ghoul.” He was ruining his suit 
with all the blood that spilled from his mouth. | wasn't going to tolerate his 
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transphobia. Especially as | couldn't be trans. | grabbed a hold of his tongue, and 
turned on my fire fists. He tried yelling, he tried punching me, to claw at me, to push 
me off. But | didn’t let go until his tongue was too burned to move. 

And when | let go? There was a taloned hand on my shoulder, Bournie’s other 
hand holding Saul by the nape. | let go, and Bournie dramatically took Saul to the 
railing. 

“Thy soul is rotten. Thy soul is irredeemable. Thy soul shall perish and cease to 
exist in any way, shape or form. Saul Raymond Luxton, for thy sins and lack of 
repentance, thy sentence is The Lake of Fire.” The smell of sulfur filled the room, 
along with an ominous light from the floor down. Peeking over it, | saw a portal to 
nothing but fire. Bournie held Saul over the pit, and let go, the portal closing the 
second Saul was through, only leaving behind the lingering smell of sulfur. Bournie 
turned to face me and Leonard, who had managed to run up to us. “Well, this'll be a 
field day for the damage control folks. Here, let me sort out one of them for ya; | 
always feel awkward seeing girls cry.” His comment made me touch my face. Wet? | 
was crying? Was | crying because of the ouffit?... 

| was. Fuck. Bournie held both my shoulders for a second before he wiped 
away my tears. “There, | fixed the outfit for you. The ghouls and the furniture, I'll call 
some helpers for that. You two oughta go home now.” 

“Uhm. Would love to do that, Bournie, but one problem: Penthouse of a 
skyscraper with no way down.” | gently reminded him of the predicament we found 
ourselves in. | did not want to take the stairs, and did not want to be on camera doing 
SO. 

“Oh, right, shit. Here.” He took the umbrellas out of the hammerspace; it was 
quite fascinating to witness. He just put his hand underneath his wing, and pulled out 
the borrowed umbrellas. “Here. Just Mary Poppins it down. They’re enchanted for 
that. Leave them near your windows when you get home so they can be reclaimed. 
Oh, and hand me your phones for just a second.” | took the umbrella, as did Leonard, 
but | was more apprehensive about the phone situation. Especially as | had no 
pockets to keep mine in still. | had definitely thrifted early 00's clothing. In amazing 
condition, might | add. “I’m not going to smash them or anything, I'll just put in my 
contact in case something shady happens around you two.” This reassured Leonard 
enough for him to hand over his phone. “Oh. Alright, yeah, cute wolfboy fursona, kid, 
I'd get smut of him too if he was mine.” So Leonard kept his laptop and phone 
wallpapers thematically linked, did he? Bournie tossed it back to him and ushered us 
out shortly. “On the one hand, | hope | never have to see you two again. On the other 
hand, you kids are fun.” 

With a deep breath and hope that the demon hadn't bullshitted us, myself and 
Leonard opened the umbrellas and leapt off. “Just a spoonful of sugar makes the 
medicine go down, the medicine go dooooown, the medicine go down.” One 
childhood fantasy fulfilled. And | liked my singing voice. 


i 


| took the longest, hottest shower of my fucking life the moment | got home, 
and having decided | wanted to lounge and chill, | pulled out one of my old more 
neutral graphic tees to chill in. Turns out | had accidentally bought a girl’s cut when | 
bought it, so it was like | was wearing a larger girlfriend’s clothes when | wore it. 
During my unwinding, there was a knock on the door, which made me groan and go 
check who it was. 

The lady standing at my door was at least six feet tall, and had bronze skin 
and oddly yellow-tinted brown eyes, with black hair tied back in a ponytail. She was 
wearing a bike rider’s jacket, along with some ripped skinny jeans and stompy boots. 
“Excuse me, miss, is this the residence of one Peter Donnellan?” Her voice had a 
familiarity to it, an instinctive familiarity if you will. 

“Oh, uhm, let me... get him for you.” | closed the door and groaned to myself, 
hard. | just wanted to relax, watch some cartoons, go grab something from The 
Question as Lily, and not bother turning into Peter again. Alas, that plan was dashed 
right away. | concentrated and changed, not out of the outfit though, and | opened 
the door. The itching didn’t feel as bad with me wearing more feminine clothes. | was 
starting to doubt the itch had anything to do with the cravings, and was just me. Just 
all me, uncomfortable with one form once |’d attained some comfort in another. 
“Yeah, what is it, ma’am?” 

“I'm just here to confirm a few things. Any odd cravings recently, skin 
discoloration, unusual growths?” Her smirk seemed practiced, not really relaxed or 
real. How much did she really know? 

“Who are you? Why are you here?” 

“May S. Lugubra, and as | said, to confirm a couple things. So, any of those 
happening?” She pulled a notepad from her breast pocket, along with a pen, clicking 
it a few times, writing down something quickly. 

“|... guess you could say that.” | scratched the back of my head. | felt awful like 
this. The only thing | liked was the height. That was it, the one thing | missed when | 
was Lily. 

“In that case, one more question. Have you been enjoying your time as a girl, 
dear?” Her eyes flashed, and | found myself exhausted, falling down, only stopped by 
a pair of strong arms catching me. “Apologies for this, Lily, | have more to confirm 
that we can't do here. Sleep now, it’s okay,” were the last words | heard before | 
passed out. 
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Interlude 4 - Want You Gone 


The last time Khazmiel had caught Meassael’s scent was centuries ago. He 
had been unable to track her since then, but he knew that if he waited long enough, 
she would have to show herself. That she’d have to leave her lair. He believed her to 
be biding her time, waiting. And at last, he had a scent to follow. 

He entered Wisteria Way, his presence unwelcome to the residents there. Of 
course, he was too far up his ass to realise and recognise this, too focused on his 
self-appointed mission, unaware of the people preparing binding spells if he so much 
as approached them. Following the scent led him through a portal into the Fae 
Realm itself, the warm dusk colors of Wisteria Way shifting to the Moonlit night as he 
crossed the threshold. He moved forward with determination, assured that he would 
at last complete his mission. But the track and scent ended. It ended ata sight he 
had heard of, but had not previously encountered. He knew of the resident within. He 
knew the resident's story. And he had even managed to hear of the resident's 
childhood. Of the witch’s given name. One he was certain held power over him. 

“#####!" Khazmiel tried to utter the witch’s given name, but the noise that 
escaped his lips was not aname. More of an incomprehensible noise. Like an 
invisible adult talking off screen sounding like a trumpet. He of course was too 
focused to notice at that moment. “| know she came here! Open your door and do 
your duty as an Agent of the Triad! Tell me where the War Whore went!” he yelled 
out, earning a deep sigh from the house on chicken legs’ resident. 

“Don't know who you're talking about, Khaz, nobody with that name lives here, 
and if you want to hire a sex worker, just go online.” Katka shook her head, mumbling 
to herself, quietly enough so Khazmiel would never hear it. “Plus you just have to ask 
Kyblik to show you the door in a Slavic language. How hard is it to learn ‘Turn your 
door to me and your back to the woods’ in Czech?... Oh wait, dvere has F in it. 
Nevermind.” 

“#####, | Know you are in there, open the door and tell me where she went.” 

“Again, featherbrain, nobody with that name lives here! The only resident of 
Kyblik the House on Chicken Legs is Katka, the Witch of Wisteria Way, the Nephilim 
Changeling Granddaughter of the Baba Yaga!” 

“#####--" KNazmiel began, but he didn’t get to finish his sentence. The door to 
the house opened only long enough to let the clearly angry angel witch out. Her long 
brown hair with purple tips began to move in the sudden wind, a wind that was slowly 
picking up speed. 

“For the last fucking time, you shitty lapdog, my name is Katka. I’m a girl. I’m 
an Angel and a Witch. I’m better at my job than any of your lot, that sit up top and 
don't do their fucking jobs.” A shadow began growing over her, climbing up her arms 
and legs. “Lucifer had to claim the souls of every single trans person because not a 
single guardian angel assigned to them was doing what they were supposed to do.” 
A fog started rolling into the clearing, the Moon becoming bigger in the sky, much 
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bigger. The light from it should have made the clearing be as bright as the sun at 
noon. But it didn’t; the atmosphere of a dark night prevailed. Katka stood there as 
she was completely overtaken by the shadows; the only light was her piercing gaze 
and her bright halo. She was nothing but a silhouette. A shape in the dark, with her 
eyes burrowing into your heart. Khazmiel lacked one of those, meaning the effect 
was lessened. But, with righteous fury, Katka spread her wings and pointed towards 
Khazmiel. The fog was filled with bright glowing eyes of many shapes and colors and 
sizes and amounts. Pairs and quartets and groups of eight and trios. A loud chorus 
chanting ‘Leave’ in as many languages as there are trees in the Fae Realm could be 
heard. “Khazmiel, Banished Bloodhound, | exile you from my home and my lands. If 
you dare come here uninvited ever again, you shall face the wrath of the Old Gods 
and the Old Dead.” A portal opened up below Khazmiel, fast enough for him to have 
no chance of flying out as he fell through and it closed behind him. 

He landed on a dust-covered surface, brighter than day, but as he turned to 
look up, all he could see was all the stars in the sky. He turned around, seeing the 
pale blue dot known as Earth, and the Sun behind it. In that moment, he was mad, 
mad that it would take him at least two weeks fo fly back, for with half his wings, his 
prey took his mobility. With the help of the three wings he had left, he leapt towards 
Earth. 


Katka, meanwhile, reverted back from her Angel of Wrath mode, scratched 
her butt and yawned. “Interrupting me in the middle of brewing Transition Brews, 
deadnaming and misgendering me. How fucking rude of him.” A thought popped into 
her head. “Hmm, you know, I’ve heard of the ending of Portal 2, but I've never actually 
played it. Might as well fix that after | finish this batch.” She shrugged, went back 
inside and stretched. “Good time killer while | wait for news from May. Not really a 
long trip to Chertovice from here...” 
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Chapter 17 - Eye of the House Cat 


| was laying on something soft, feeling my hair being brushed when | awoke. It 
felt nice. Familiar, in a way. It would have felt nicer had | been in Lily form. Which | 
realised, half awake, | wasn't in. | sighed and shifted fo it, smiling to myself as | did, 
before my brain caught up. My eyes burst open, and | sat up as fast as a suborbital 
plane, taking in my surroundings. | was sitting on some sorta thin floor mat. | was in a 
gym. And the lady who had knocked me out was sitting next to me, hands pulled 
back in surprise, slight worry on her face. “Okay, ma‘am, you have three sentences to 
tell me who the fuck you are before | deck you in the face with a flaming fist for 
kidnapping me." | raised my fist to nail my point home. Oh, | wasn't even tied up? Bad 
move if she was evil. 

“May S. Lugubra. Do you... not recognise me?” There was a bit of a crack to 
her voice, as if she was about to cry. | frowned in confusion slightly, but looked her 
over as closely as | could, to the point of being creepy. 

“No... |... | don’t. Should I?” The frown escaped my face as it was switched for a 
raised eyebrow type confusion. She sighed, shaking her head a bit, looking down at 
her hands, at which point | swear | could hear the ding of an idea lightbulb coming on. 
You've seen cartoons, you know what | mean. May laughed a bit sadly. 

“Right, right, you wouldn't recognize me like this. Perhaps, like this, then?” 
There was a quick flash of fire on her, as if a gas stove got lit for a second, and then 
the fire was gone. The first thing | noticed was the stereotypical succubus tail now 
curling from her back and onto her lap. My gaze going higher, | saw the four 
folded-up wings. Then | saw her face. Is the next lyric ‘Now I’m a believer’? | wasn’t 
sure whether that fit the mood of the situation, but! was starting to get it. Especially 
after | saw the two pairs of horns, one pair ram horns, the other goat horns. And her 
cat-like yellow eyes with black sclera. This was Her. 

“Me-ass-eye-eel?” She burst into laughter at my pronunciation of her name. 

“Oh my dear sweet Lily, that is NOT how you pronounce it. It’s Mey-ah-sa-el. 
Just May for short though.” She wiped a tear from her eye, and then pulled me into a 
hug. A hug so tight and warm, it immediately reminded me of Mom. Well, except that 
May's tail was also curled around my lap, and she was using her wings for the hug 
too. “Oh he fucked you up right and proper dear, didn’t he. Can’t even feel the nubs of 
your wings or tail. And you’re a foot shorter! That shouldn't happen.” She had begun 
stroking my hair. The initial shock of being suddenly hugged had left me, and the 
familiarity it was bringing gave me only one idea of what to do. 

| hugged her back, | buried my face in her shoulder, and | cried. “Why... Why 
did | have to turn into a succubus?! Why did it have to make me realise | want to be 
Lily all the time. Why couldn't | have stayed in an ignorant bubble?” | was sobbing 
pretty hard, probably difficult to understand at that moment. “Why did | have to 
realise that | want to be a girl so badly? Why did | have to realise | can’t ever really be 
one, because Dad won't let me? Why May, why?!” | was letting a week's worth of 
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feelings flood out of me. No, not a week's worth, a lifetime’s worth. May was still just 
holding me close and stroking my hair, to let me cry it all out. 

“It’s because all my descendants are girls, Lily. Even if it takes them a couple 
years to figure it out, they’re girls. Always. Every single one of them. Not because they 
turn into succubi, but because they simply are, at their core, girls. That end up 
choosing to spend their lives with girls if the option is there.” She had stopped 
stroking, gently grabbed my shoulders, pushed me back a bit so we were facing 
each other, and wiped my tears. “And know what? Fuck your father. You are a girl. 
Wishing to be one is a sign of being one. Realising you'd prefer to be one after you 
get to try out being one is a sign of being one. Lily. You're an amazing young woman. 
If you are scared of your father’s reaction?” She grabbed my face and touched my 
forehead with hers. “I will rip into him as his mother-in-law for your sake. | didn’t get to 
be there for you all these years. I’m going to be there for you now. You got that?” | 
gulped and nodded, to answer her question, as she smiled and ruffled my hair a bit. | 
held a fist close to my heart, took a couple deep breaths, and spoke. 

“My...My name...” A couple more quick breaths. “My name is Lily Donnellan.” A 
couple more. “And... I’m a girl.” 

Crack. Such an extremely simple phrase, spoken nervously but with 
conviction, and my entire world view up to this point was shattered. “I’m a girl. I'm... 
girl. I’m a girl. A girl. lam A Girl.” | began laughing that hysterical laughter again, but 
instead of panic or fear, it was just full of joy. May lifted me up in a hug in that 
moment, with a little spin, as | laughed until | couldn't, wiping away the tears of joy. 
And sighing. “Okay... should | call you May or Grandma?” 

“Either one works, Lily.” May chuckled to herself, putting me down. 

“Grandma... why the hell are we in an empty gym?” | gestured to our 
surroundings, a big empty space with a couple exercise machines. 

“Oh, | wanted to test your abilities: Soeed, Strength, Stamina, Wall Climbing. 
To confirm just how much damage Leonard's attempt did.” She had been counting 
on her fingers, and | sighed and slumped my shoulders. 

“Okay, that makes some sense, | Suppose. There is one problem, though.” 

“What's that?” 

“You kidnapped me in what are effectively pyjamas. All I'm wearing is a pair of 
panties and this old t-shirt of mine. No bra. And from what | know...” | gestured to my 
chest, hoping she’d put two and two together. 

“.soreness from them flailing around during exercise. I’m so, so sorry, Lily, | 
had completely forgotten.” She facepalmed in embarrassment, visibly blushing from 
her blunder. Leo was right about the blue blush. That made me remember all the 
times I'd blushed in demon form. “Do you have sports wear?” | shook my head to 
answer her. 

“Grandma, | literally only admitted to myself that | was a girl not even two 
minutes ago, | only have one ouffit. And that one isn’t sports appropriate.” | coughed 
a bit from the awkwardness. “Makes it all the worse | wore it while beating up 
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people... Oh god, | must have flashed Saul my panties when | drop-kicked him from a 
Fastball Special.” Now it was my turn to rub my face in embarrassment. 

“You did WHAT?! Lily what have you gotten up to while | was looking for you?!” 
May had an expression that combined fear, awe and excitement. As if she had just 
gotten off a rollercoaster. 

“Uhm. A lot. But do you think we could do the bonding time somewhere more 
appropriate, and with me not in pyjamas?” | grabbed my shoulder and smiled a bit 
nervously. 

“Oh! Oh, oh yes, definitely, | booked this place for the next week anyways. 
Uhm. Your place, then?” 

“Yeah... Could you help me deal with the cravings though? | really do not like 
the rumble from the goat cheese sandwiches.” | gestured towards my stomach, 
earning a confused look from May. 

“Goat cheese? Why...goat...cheese...” She facepalmed. “Bovid instead of 
bovine, such a dumb mistranslation. Four exotic beans and cow’s milk, not four 
exotic beans and milk from a hooved creature. Okay, that one’s on me, | won't slap 
your friend for messing up from a bad copy of a wrongly written down ritual.” May 
walked off to the side, throwing a blanket towards me. “Cover up a bit while | get you 
home.” There was the flash of fire again; May had changed back to her human form 
as she grabbed onto my shoulder and let me out. | could see The Question across 
the street when we walked out. Guess the gym was real close. 


| figured it wouldn't really be the best option to keep me waiting through some 
feats of strength before fixing the cravings issue. Which was why | knocked on 
Leonard's door, who opened it looking as if his cousin had given him one too many 
White Russians. “Hey, Leonard, have you met my grandma, Meassael?” | gestured to 
her, and she waved at him. He did a very slow quadruple take between me and her. 

“They really should put the pronunciations of names in the lexicons. But okay, 
she found you, no need to summon her then!” 

“| do require space for the circle, and chalk for it. | expect the one who first 
attempted my ritual to have such things.” May had leaned forward to Leonard. | 
hadn't realised it, but he was actually shorter than my regular height. Which meant 
that May, at her six-foot height with stompy boots, was towering over him. 

“Y-yes, | do. Please, do come in.” He moved aside to let us pass, which made 
me let out a little giggle. 

“| think you intimidated him a little bit too much.” May shot me a look of 
confidence. 

“Oh, sweetie, men are not my type.” She sighed and took the armchair | had 
claimed for myself before. “Leonard, show me the ritual page you used as your guide, 
would you kindly?” He closed the door and nodded, rushing to his laptop and 
scrolling through to the page in question, which May checked over meticulously. 
“Imperfect circle, mistranslation of a typo on my part, wrong words. Thank fuck all | 
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need is to draw the proper circle and have me and Lily sit in it.” May got up and 
grabbed the chalk Leonard was now handing her. “Oh, Lily, you might want to have a 
chat with Leo, you know what | mean.” May gave me a wink, a flash as she went 
demon form, and a smile as she grabbed the chalk in her tail. 

| turned to Leo and scratched the back of my head. “Remember how | said I’d 
get back to you in regards to your question?” 

“Yeah, whether | should switch pronouns and call you Lily all the time.” 

“Right. Simply put... oh my fucking god please do so, | need it!” | grabbed his 
shoulders, and he smiled and pulled me into a hug. 

“So your eggshell finally cracked, huh?” He chuckled. Oh, wait. 

“Wait was THAT what you and Félicie meant?! Is it some sort of trans inside 
joke | didn't know and completely missed?!” 

“Yeah, eggs hatch into chicks.” Leonard was chuckling a bit still. 

“You little shithead, how the fuck did YOU know before | did?!” Leonard let me 
go in that moment, as he shrugged. | punched him in the arm for good measure. How 
dare he. 

“| recognised some of your experiences as stuff trans girls tend to go through, 
which made me start thinking of the possibility. | was expecting you to crack sooner 
though, honestly; what took you so long?” He raised his eyebrow at me, and | sighed 
and scratched my shoulder. 

“Denial. | was denying myself this, because | know Dad will react badly when 
he finds out his son that he tried to raise into a masculine pillar of society is in fact a 
girl that’s interested in media history, who likes girls and loves skirts. Have you worn a 
skirt before? Like, oh my god the spinny thing feels so great!” | had gone from 
depression straight to beaming at him in excitement, and he shrugged. 

“Doesn't feel as great when you're forced into them as a guy. Ya know, little 
six-year-old Leonard didn’t get to say no to the pink princess dress he was made to 
wear on Halloween, even though he wanted to go as Raven From the 2052 Reboot of 
Teen Titans, But A Boy. Your first dress is a hand-me-down from me, remember?” 

“Oh, yeah, shoot, sorry, | Keep not really connecting your transness to stuff you 
must have gone through. That must have felt awful.” 

“Eh, the boobs and periods were much worse. My body yelling ‘Have a baby! 
Have a baby!’ Like can you imagine ME as aq mom?!” 

“| can imagine your wolfboy MPregged, but you as a parent would be a 
disaster. Aunt Lily would have to take care of everything.” | laughed as Leonard 
punched my shoulder. 

“Oh shut up, you hellspawn. | think your ancient grandma's done with her 
doodling, anyways.” He pointed off to the side, and sure enough, May was just 
standing in the circle, arms crossed, smiling at our antics. | punched Leonard back 
and walked over to her, getting nervous about the procedure. 

“Grandma, | was... asleep for the first one. What should | expect?” May gently 
held my shoulders in that moment. 
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“| really don't know. | haven't had the fortune to awaken one of my daughters, 
well, ever. It shouldn‘t be anything bad, though. Ready?” 

“As ready as I'll ever be...” With that, | was engulfed in flames, and my 
awareness of the world faded. 
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Chapter 18 - Mad World 


| was not expecting to find myself in an empty void. Or for me to feel 
incorporeal and disassociated... like | had disassociated when | still lived with Dad 
and | needed some form of escape, since he had treated me as a drone to train 
instead of a child who had just lost her mother. 

| was definitely planning to call Mrs. Fahrenheit to set up a therapy schedule 
now; oh, | had a whole storage unit's worth of baggage to work through... Thanks, 
Dad. Really nice gifts from you. 

The scene changed around me. The void filled with colors, like an oil painting, 
filling in the details swiftly. | was floating near two young demonesses. One red with 
four small horns and four small wings, the other a deep obsidian color, her horns like 
those of aram. Well, no, not obsidian. It was as if she was made out of matte steel, 
with horns and wings to match. Neither of them looked older than nineteen at most. 
And the place | was floating in was definitely Hell. Well, at least the little bit I'd seen of 
it. Just sans the pillars and the ziggurat and such. Fresh and untamed and 
unclaimed. When was this? 

“| think |lwant to be a mom,” the red one said, deadpan and serious, looking 
over the grassy field. At least | think it was grass? It had a purple tint to it. 

“We follow Luci out of Heaven in their rebellion, we earn freedom and make a 
deal to cleanse souls, and you want to use the freedom to be a mother.” The steel 
one summoned a dagger out of thin air, and pulled a piece of wood out of her pocket, 
starting to carve it. “Why?” 

The red one stood up, stretched and slowly spun around to face the steel one. 
“| think I'd be a good mom. Have a couple daughters to take care of and to dote on. It 
sounds nice. Having a family. Don’t you think so, Odie?” 

“| guess | don’t have the same maternal instincts you do, May.” The dark one 
finished her carving, unsummoning the dagger and handing her creation to May. 
“But you are my sister, and | will always protect you. Here, for my first niece.” The two 
of them hugged afterwards, May giggling and ‘Odie’ smiling ever so slightly. 


Next thing | knew, that visage faded away, and | was met with an all too 
familiar sight. The garden back home. | must have been six or seven back then, 
based on how | looked, sitting on the swing hanging from the big tree, looking 
bummed out and defeated. | definitely wasn't expecting visions of both May and 
mine’s memories. | saw Mom walk out of the house and towards me, crouching down 
to hold my face. 

“Sweetheart, your first day of school couldn’t have been that bad.” She gently 
rubbed my cheek with her thumb. Oh fuck, it’s this memory. Thanks for digging this 
one out, brain, real nice of you, are you going to make me feel like an idiot that | didn’t 
realise | was a girl until | accidentally had a cunt? Anyways, first grader me was 
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sniffling a bit, rubbing... her shoulder. Yeah, her. | was always a girl, after all. I'm not 
going to misgender my younger self. 

“The girls didn’t want to play with me anymore during recess.” Oh. Oh wow. | 
was so open and honest as a kid to Mom. Yeah, | really felt like | could tell her 
anything and she wouldn’‘t shame me for it, or yell at me; she’d always make sure | 
was okay. 

“Well, that’s not very nice of them, is it? Did they tell you why?” Yeah, Mom, of 
course they had told me why, and my young heart didn’t get why it hurt so much to 
hear it back then. Such a simple answer to such a complicated problem. 

“They said it was because I’m a boy, and | should be playing with boys.” Oh 
sweet baby me, wiping her nose with her sleeve... christ, | was a cute kid. | mean, | 
had pretty long hair for a six year old. Sure it was a bit of a mess, but if it got taken 
care of and you put me in a skirt, | would have looked like any other girl. Lucky me, | 
guess. “But the boys are really rowdy and they play rough and they wrestle and |’d 
much rather play pretend.” You tell yourself it’s because of that, little Lily, and not 
because you are a girl and want to play with your own kind. 

And then Mom just wrapped me in a tight hug and stroked my hair and let me 
properly cry it out. | missed her... 


Oh, were we doing another May vision now? She was holding a baby, while 
surrounded by thirty-five women and girls, all differently horned and colored, with 
different limb configurations, but they still resembled her. And she definitely looked 
older. Not quite how she looked now, but she looked twenty-three. May was sitting in 
an armchair, the steel demon identified as Odie across from her. 

“Her name’s Amber. She’s got her mum’s eyes, but her mom’s nose. And 
unlike her sisters, she’s very, very quiet.” May kissed the baby’s forehead, smiling, as 
the child smiled back. A couple of the girls groaned, a few sighed. Odie took 
something out of her pocket, putting it gently on Amber. It was a small wooden figure, 
similar to the one she had carved in the first vision. 

“I'm starting to have trouble keeping count of all my nieces’ birthdays, 
Meassael. | hope thirty-six is enough for you.” May chuckled at her sister’s comment. 

“| keep falling in love with humans, Odie, and my daughters are the only thing | 
get to remember them by. It’s not my fault human girls are oftentimes so charming.” 
Well, good to again confirm loving women runs in the family, May. Are all my 
grandmas gay as Hell? Well, they probably were. Odie nodded and got off her chair 
at that moment. 

“| heard some Seraphim are getting nervous about a succubus having such a 
large... well, they used the word ‘brood’ for your family. Please be careful, May. | only 
have so much power.” 

“Says General Odionyx of the Infernal Forces. It was nice seeing you again, sis. 
Please, do visit more often than just birthdays.” May picked up the little figure to start 
playing with Amber, as Odie gave the slight smile again. 
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“Maybe once the influx of sinners slows down. Baphome?t is keeping me quite 
busy. I'll be seeing you later.” There was a sound of a hammer striking an anvil, and 
Odie vanished in a puff of sparks that quickly dissipated. 


Right, the next vision was now coming. May's living room got replaced with... 
my bedroom at Dad's place. Come on, visions, | have had enough nightmares about 
it, couldn't you have given me more time with Mom? | was fen in this scene; my hair 
had been nearly buzz cut. In fact, it had been buzz cut the moment Dad took me in, 
when Mom got moved to the hospital. This was about a month later; my hair had 
begun growing back. And | was laying on the bed, staring at the ceiling with nothing 
to do. | did that often, back then. What made this vision special. Young me turned to 
look at the clock. July 10th, 2080, 7:49 am. 

Oh no. Not this one. Anything but this one. Please, visions, take me anywhere 
else, anywhere. Take me to when May was giving birth, take me to when | broke my 
arm trying to climb the tree in an attempt to impress the two boys that decided to 
visit, who | didn’t want to show my room and who then ran off after | fell. Please, take 
me anywhere but here. Anywhere... 

No luck. The house phone rang. Ten year old me got off the bed and moved to 
pick it up. Dad had gotten called half an hour earlier by the hospital, and he told me 
to stay at home, that it was something for adults only. That! was to be a good polite 
‘son’ and to not make a fuss. Young me picked up the phone. It was Dad calling. 

“Yes, Father?” He treated me like an intern at best, and himself as the boss 
CEO. | might be calling him ‘Dad’ in my head, but he’d never tolerate the show of 
disrespect of not addressing him as ‘Father’. Suck it, douchebag, next I'll call you a 
Biological Male Parent to distance myself even further. Or hell, even more accurately, 
a Sperm Donor. Yes, I’m trying to cover up the hurt of what was about to happen with 
humor. Can you blame me, though? 

“Peter, your mother has just passed away,” was all Dad said. And then he 
hung up. And left ten-year-old me to stand in the room, letting her arms drop to the 
side in shock. She didn't even cry. | didn’t cry. | vividly remember me standing there, 
dumbfounded, but most of all? Hurt. There was no hurt in Dad’s voice as he said that 
sentence. No sign of pain. He almost sounded happy that Mom was gone. Almost, he 
wouldn't actually show it in his voice. But the unspoken ‘Good riddance’ hung in the 
air. Worst of all though? The thing that hurt me the most in that moment? 

| didn't get to say goodbye. The moment she got admitted to the hospital, | 
wasn't allowed to see her; Dad never told me which hospital she was staying af. 
There were so many things | wanted to tell her before she passed away, and | never 
got the chance to. Younger me hung up the phone and moved back to her room, 
expressionless, dead inside. The only good person | had in my life at that point, the 
only one who'd cared after my mom's parents had passed away earlier that year, 
was gone. | wanted to cry my eyes out at the memory, now that | could, but | had 
done so now many times. 
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The vision faded away, replaced by a field. On one side, a bunch of angels, 
fleeing as fast as they could, except for one six-winged one, armored and standing in 
place, staring at the other side. His skin looked like marble, white with dark lines 
through it, his hair blonde and majestic. His eyes were so full of hate and anger, it was 
like every fascist ever in existence was compressed into one individual. Opposite him 
lay thirty-five dead demons. All the daughters | had seen in the earlier May vision. All 
of them hurt in different ways. All of the daughters, except for Amber. Amber, who 
was mysteriously missing. And in the middle of them, May herself. She was kneeling 
on the ground, tears streaming down her face, and she just looked shocked, as if she 
had just been shot. As if her brain wasn't quite processing what had just happened. 
Like a game freezing up. Her lips trembled, her eyes no longer glassy, but 
hyperaware. Her brain had caught up. There was a very loud noise of glass breaking, 
and | saw a fire burst from where May's heart would be. A fire of shifting colors and 
hues, roaring from a mosaic of shards embedded in May's chest. A mosaic of shards 
that, if put together properly, would form a heart. 

Her breaths grew shallow and quick. With each exhale, small sparks flew out 
of her open mouth, like a dragon preparing to breathe fire. Her pupils began glowing, 
like embers in a dying fire. But they grew bright and brighter. Her eyes of black sclera 
looked like pieces of coal at that moment. And just like coal, they got set on fire. You’d 
think the heat would make her tears dry up, but they were still flowing. She cried a 
scream of deep anguish. Of such deep sorrow, it threatened to drown you. The Angel 
had been casually approaching her throughout the whole ordeal, his sword drawn, 
but he stopped in his tracks as May rose in the air. 

She flew up, as if dragged by puppet strings, and at the apex there was a loud 
noise. | wasn’t sure how | knew it, but it was the sound of a star going supernova. Of 
bursting out everything it is in a massive glorious fire. There was no way | would 
actually ever get to hear the sound in the vacuum of space, but | knew that’s how it 
sounded. 

Where May had been floating now stood a twenty foot tall giantess of a 
woman. Her four strong arms were each engulfed in flame up to the elbow, a flame 
like a lion’s paw. Her tail flailed around her, the tip making me think of Scorpion’s 
chain kunai, the fire on it looking like the tuft of hair on the end of a lion’s tail. The lion 
motif was completed with a mane of fire. Her eyes still burned bright, and the tips of 
her horns were like burning charcoal now as well. She roared at the Angel, her wings 
spread behind her. She held the angel by the arms with her top pair, and by three 
wings with her lower pair. She roared again, louder, right in his face, her roar making 
the very air in front of it shimmer like the air next to a furnace. With her continuing 
roar, she tore off the Angel’s wings she had held onto, and threw him off to the side. 
The Angel looked at her with awe and fear, with disgust and horror, with anger and 
hate, with determination and zeal. She had wounded him, and he would not live it 
down until she was caught and punished for her crimes. 
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And then the berserk demoness looked at where | was floating, and | was 
thrown back, hard, my awareness returning to me. | was now looking into May's 
caring face as she held my hands. The contrast between the hurt, wounded, angry 
expression she'd held in my vision but seconds prior, and the motherly pride she was 
showing now was staggering. 

Most importantly, | no longer had the feeling of missing ink. My regular 
perspective had returned to me. May was still taller than me, but not by much. But 
even with her gently holding my hands, my arms felt stuck, held down by something. 
Nevermind the odd sensation from above my butt. “How long did that take? | had 
visions that felt like an hour, at least,” | blurted out, blinking a couple times to make 
sure | was present. The way my arms were stuck was really not comfortable. 

“It was but ten seconds.” She let go of my hands and pulled me close. “Here, 
let me help you with that.” She grabbed the back of my shirt and pulled up, and my 
arms were freed at last. But my arms were coming out of my sleeves, weren't they...? 
May pulled back from the hug as she looked me over, her eyes watering. “You really 
look so much like Amber. You even have her tail tip.” Wait, tail tip? Was that what | 
was... oh my god. | had a tail. 

“| HAVE A TAIL?!?! HOLY SHIT | HAVE A TAIL!!” | tried moving it around, snaking 
it into view, and when | saw it | grabbed it quickly and hugged it. Which also made me 
hug it with my other set of arms. Turns out the back set was a pair of bat-like wings. | 
didn’t care about the wings as much as | cared about the tail, though. | was 
squealing in happy noises, letting the visions fade from my mind, as | simply enjoyed 
the moment. 

| was a cute demon girl with a tail and wings and horns. | was a cute demon 
girl. 

|was a girl. 

And | would never let anyone take that from me. 
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Chapter 19 - Right Round, Like a Skirt 


“Wait, fuck.” | realised something crucial in that moment. Something 
completely life changing. A fact that | had overlooked and ignored for far too long. 
But the reality of the situation could not be ignored any longer. “How am | going to 
wear anything with a pair of wings?” Truly, that was the most important fact at that 
moment. “Like, even if | glamour up they’re gonna be there!” | threw my hands in the 
air, and my wings followed. | would definitely need a lot of practice with them. My 
brain still hadn't quite caught up to me having extra limbs. 

“What glamour did you use that it didn’t make all your demon bits ghostly?” 
May looked utterly confused in that moment; she looked completely dumbfounded. 
She rolled her eyes and her gaze away from me and towards Leonard. Who was, at 
the moment of eye contact, attempting to hide. 

“Uhm, | could only find the makeup style glamours witches use for acne and 
such,” he squeaked out, and May shook her head, sighing. 

“Okay, | have a lot of sorting out to do, and | think it'll be better to do so in your 
space, Lily.” She grabbed my hand and started pulling me to the door, but she turned 
back at the last second. “It was... nice meeting you, Leonard.” And with that sentence 
uttered, we made our way up to my apartment. The moment | opened the door to let 
May in, she gasped, hands over her mouth, taking it all in. 

“Such a big place and you're just huddled over in this corner with all your stuff; 
why not fill it out more?” She went directly for my wardrobe after entering. 

“I’m used to living in small dark cramped spaces and have no clue how to fill 
big spaces up or with what... oh wow, thanks Dad, you raised me to live in a 
submarine.” | awkwardly tugged on my shirt before coughing. “Uhm, Grandma, we 
still haven't addressed the whole ‘Can’t Wear Clothes Because Of Wings’ situation.” 

“Oh!” She had been focused on digging through my clothes, looking more and 
more defeated by the minute. Which wasn’t a surprise; | only had a few t-shirts, a 
couple pairs of jeans, three hoodies and a winter jacket. Plus the dress and my 
feminine outfit. May turned to me. “Right, right. You can recall them. A bit of focus, the 
intention to call them back and schloop!” The sound effect might have been too 
much. | really was hoping it wouldn’t feel like a schloop. | focused, fully intending for 
my wings to retreat into me, to disappear, and sure enough | felt them pull right in. Or 
well, | felt my t-shirt covering my back again to be more precise. And it was more of a 
scrunch than a schloop. Thankfully for everyone involved, me especially, | still had my 
tail. And truth be told, | loved having it. It felt like a crucial part of me that had been 
missing my entire life. Hell, | probably would have tolerated being stuck in a 
masculine form for longer had | had a fail in it. Eh, scratch that, the tail wouldn’t have 
helped nearly enough. 

| wanted to do a lot of goofy poses with it, but | was feeling self conscious in 
front of May. Which was stupid for me to feel, | know, considering | was standing 
around in panties and a t-shirt. Speaking of clothes, May turned to me while holding 
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all the feminine clothing | owned. “Are these really all the girl clothes you have, Lily?” 
She looked sad, as if she’d found a small hurt bird on the side of the road and was 
holding it with intention to help. 

“Yeah, |... just bought one set in guy mode. And, well, | only got the glamour 
today and with all that happened | was planning to just relax and unwind.” | gestured 
to my outfit to make it more obvious. “Of course, that’s when you showed up.” | held 
my shoulder, shrugging a bit, as May put the dress back in the wardrobe and walked 
over to me with my ouffit. 

“Get dressed Lily. We're going out and finding your style. I’m giving you a 
proper glamour to use, and we’re gonna do the bonding thing you missed out on.” 
She gently shoved it into my hands, and | nodded, off to get changed. 

| was definitely glad that even with the height gain, the clothes still fit me. 
Although the blouse did show off my belly if | moved in a certain way. And the 
stockings were more over the knee than thigh high. The zone of absolute control had 
a poor ratio. “I’m ready, Grandma!” May looked me over and smiled. 

“It suits you. Right! Time to glamour up. I'll do it for you this time and give you 
the spell card with instructions when we get back.” She booped my nose, which 
resulted in me sneezing. May chuckled at it. “Gesundheit.” 

“Thanks.” | looked myself over in the bathroom mirror. | still looked like | had 
with my original glamour, but running my hand over my forehead didn’t result in 
bumping into invisible horns. | did have the weirdest sensation though. The sensation 
of my tail still being there. | reached for it, | moved it to have an easier time reaching 
for it, but it was invisible, and my hand went right through where it should have been. | 
was having phantom limb syndrome with my tail. | really wished | could have kept it 
visible. 

| really, really liked it, okay? The potential for stimming and emoting was 
immeasurable. | pouted, and May noticed. “What's the matter, dearie?” 

“I’m missing my tail already.” She gave me a quick headpat and a smile. 

“You'll get to enjoy it once we get back. Come on, off we go!” 


We were sitting in the tram, on our way to the mall. They had really turned into 
the modern city centers they were originally envisioned as. Apartments on the upper 
floors, stores offering a lot of stuff, food courts, open spaces to hang out at, you 
name it. But the tram ride was boring, and quiet this time of day. We basically had 
the car to ourselves. Well, ourselves and the driver. | spoke up. “So, uhm, the 
visions...” 

“What about them?” 

“Well, they switched between my past and your past. Some fluffy stuff and 
some pretty dramatic stuff. Especially the last one, where your heart shattered...” | 
turned to her, watching her face for any sort of reaction, but she just turned, looked 
outside and let out a surprised noise. 
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“Well well, a knedliky place. | Knew Chertovice was started by Czech 
immigrants, but | wasn't expecting a restaurant for potato dumplings. We should 
check it out on the way back, what do you say?” On the surface, she was smiling as 
she asked me, but wow was that an awkward attempt at dodging the question. That 
was one touchy subject to ask about later, for sure. 

“Yeah, sounds nice. | think we're almost at the mall now.” | tilted my head to 
the exit, which May turned to. 

“So we are.” She helped me up once we stopped, leading me inside, all so that 
| would freeze on the spot once inside. Why did | freeze up now of all moments? | had 
no problem getting the outfit from the clothes exchange, and | was in guy mode at 
the time as well. But, then again, exchanges were extremely casual, compared to the 
stores at the mall. You know how retail workers had to smile and be polite and take 
shit without being able to shoot back? Yeah, that whole policy had been destroyed. 
People working in retail only worked there because they wanted to. Imagine the 
overzealous overhelpful pushy sales associate trying to make you buy a ton of stuff. 
Now make said sales associate everyone working in retail. And they get to call you 
an asshole if you’re being one. It’s not as if they even made money if we got a lot of 
stuff. 

All that is to say, that that was not a good environment for anxious awkward 
antisocial folks like me. May hummed to herself when she saw me icicled. “Hmm, do | 
unfreeze you by biting the bullet and getting underwear first, or do | gently melt you 
by taking you to the different stores.” She was tapping her finger on her chin, 
thinking. 

“Underwear. Just focus on getting comfortable stuff. Nobody except people | 
allow will see it,” | stammered, at which point May grabbed my shoulders and began 
nudging me towards the underwear store. Before we even set foot inside, she was 
already glaring at the clerks, letting out aMenacing Aura. Hell, May was old enough 
for the Pillar Men theme to start blasting as she stepped in. She pushed me right past 
the sexy ones and into the aisle for teen girls. It felt a bit too on the nose. Sure, | was 
nine-TEEN, but that’s not a teen that gets marketed to. 

Then again, cute comfortable cotton underwear with cartoon characters on 
them. How could | say no? | missed out on the whole being a little girl thing, and by 
god | was gonna make up for it somehow. If that meant panties that made it look as if 
| had a cutie mark from My Little Pony, so god damn be it! 

Plus getting cute underwear really did boost my confidence significantly, 
considering right afterwards we raided a number of stores. So many in fact, | was 
sure it seemed weird that a young girl could carry all the bags | held with relative 
ease. Relative ease, because even though | wasn’t bothered by their weight thanks 
to my strength boost, | was still very much bothered by their volume. “I don’t think 
we'll be able to go buy dumplings with this pile,” | nervously laughed, to which May 
replied with a look of understanding. 
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“Maybe not. Know what, you make your way home, I'll get us some of said 
dumplings as takeout.” 

“If that’s an option, well... Except for the school administration, which | can sort 
out online, there’s two people | care about knowing my gender. And they run a diner 
together, right across from where | live.” Clark and Olivia were important to me, they 
really felt like family. Plus, considering Olivia's experience with folk coming out to her, | 
was more than sure she’d be okay. May gave me a quick nod, and we made our way 
back. 


Half an hour later, | was standing in front of The Question, having left the 
clothes at home to sort later. | was taking a couple deep breaths to prepare myself, 
still nervous as fuck. May squeezed my shoulder in support and | walked in. The 
moment Olivia saw me, she was confused for a minute, before connecting the dots. 
“Oh! Hey there, Lily, haven’t seen you in a bit. Haven't seen Pete all day today, for that 
matter, he doing okay?” | gulped audibly at her question, grabbing my shoulder. 

“Uhm, that’s what I’m here to talk to you about...” | dug my nails into my 
shoulder; | really couldn't think of a better way to word it, even though the way I'd 
thought of hurt. “I’m... I’m Peter. We're not separate people.” Olivia looked me up and 
down, slightly confused. 

“Lily, sweetheart, HRT doesn’t work this fast. I’m 100 percent sure Peter wasn’t 
on it; I've helped three of my sisters take their injectable estrogen before all five of 
them got the implants for it, | Know how it works.” Olivia crossed her arms, and | 
sighed, turning off my glamour. 

“Leonard, the weird greasy dude, is my downstairs neighbor, and he 
performed some dumb rituals that ended up turning me into a succubus.” | waved 
my tail to nail the point home, | could almost hear the sound of Olivia and Clark’s jaws 
hitting the floor, since Clark also began paying attention. 

“Okay. Okay. Give me a minute. liiii need to cope with the fact that magic is 
real, and so is Hell, and I'm probably going to it. Also that a dear friend is magic.” She 
braced herself against the counter. Thankfully the place was empty except for us, so 
she got to freak out in peace. 

“No surprise about said friend also turning into a girl? And realising she has 
always been one?” | tilted my head to the side in surprise. 

“Lily, | have five younger trans sisters, I’m the only cis girl when it comes to my 
siblings, the only cis person PERIOD; | could see your eggshell from a mile away after 
the first month.” Olivia pointed at me, taking a deep breath. “I just didn’t expect you to 
get fucking transformed in the most convoluted way possible. Morgan would lose her 
shit hearing this, considering | caught her reading TGTF porn before she cracked.” 
Olivia took a couple more deep breaths, straightened out, and walked around the 
counter to give me a quick hug. 


96 


“Is there any relation between your demonic form and me seeing a fucking 
gargoyle fly out of your building a couple days ago?” Clark called out from the 
kitchen. 

“Uhm, yeah, Leonard awakened a number of people. The Gargoyle was a 
channer whose ass | kicked, and then he died when his demonic powers were 
removed.” | shrugged while Clark laughed. 

“My names are going on the board, Livie!” Olivia let go of me at Clark’s remark, 
groaning very hard. 

“Fine, but you owe me five bucks for Lily coming out. Anyways, how did the 
succubus thing happen? Besides the whole ritual thing.” | couldn’t quite believe those 
two had bet on me. Now | was just wondering how long Olivia and Clark had had the 
bet about me coming out going for. 

“| have a demonic ancestor; she’s actually been standing outside, watching 
this interaction.” | turned and waved to May, who waved back, getting me another 
confused look from Olivia. 

“Lily. Lily, that lady looks twenty-seven. Dermatologists must be rolling in their 
graves and haunting her if she’s your ancestor.” 

“Why thank you, dear, | do try and keep myself in good condition.” May had 
entered shortly after | waved at her. “We did come here to pick up some food, 
though. I'll have what Lily usually has.” 

“Two Succubus Cocks coming up!” Clark called from the kitchen, getting to 
work. 

“Oh? My my, what a name, | wonder how close it is to the real thing.” May 
chuckled, and | could see Clark shrugging as he worked. 

“Wouldn't know, ma’am, I’m ace and happily married to a man, never even 
had one in my mouth,” he replied, earning an excited giggle from May. 

“Oh | like you, | do have to make an appointment fo visit you two sometime.” 
Clark put down the sandwiches with a smile, May carded for them both, | glamoured 
back up and we left. 

The moment we were back in my apartment, May took a bite of her sandwich, 
making a noise of delight. “Tastes nice, but for sure nothing like the real thing, taste 
or mouthfeel wise.” 

“A little bit TMI, Grandma, a little bit TMI...” | sat down on my bed and got to 
munching my own. Thank fuck the cravings were gone. But there was something | 
wanted to talk to May about. Something extremely touchy by the looks of things, but, 
maybe talking it out would help her cope. 

| hoped it would... Two and a half thousand plus years of trauma from losing 
your children oughta be hard to cope with. 


97 


Chapter 20 - Bismillah 


“So, Grandma, the visions | had...” | began, immediately noticing May tense up, 
before she slouched her shoulders. I'd turned off my glamour when we got home, 
and | was now hugging my tail. May had made her way over to the bed and sat down 
right next to me. “You avoided talking about them on the tram pretty awkwardly, 
but... 1 figure | should talk to you about them. About the ones | got of you.” 

“You said you got some of your own life.” She was avoiding my gaze, like an 
action hero hiding a bullet wound so as to not worry their comrades. 

“| did, but they were just... me not getting to be a girl when | was a kid, and 
finding out Mom had died.” | hugged my tail tighter, and May turned to face me. 

“Finding out?” | took a couple deep breaths when she asked me that question, 
to center myself before talking. 

“Dad didn’t let me see her the second she got hospitalised.” | let go of my tail, 
as | knew | would hurt myself squeezing it as hard as | was about to squeeze it. But | 
also felt my ears droop down a little bit. When did | get the ability to do that? “I never 
got to say goodbye...” | turned to look at May. Her expression was horrified for just a 
second, before it turned to righteous anger. She took out her phone and sent off a 
quick text before pulling me into a hug. 

“I’m so sorry, dear, | should have been there for you. | don’t think | can ever 
properly make it up to you.” | of course hugged her back, how could | not? 

“You can start by not avoiding talking about the visions.” | could feel May nod 
into the hug. 

“You're right, | haven’t talked to anyone about it since it happened, and | 
should.” She pulled out of the hug slightly, to position herself and me better for a long 
conversation. “So... what did you see?” 

| contemplated how to start, how to properly explain what I’d seen. As | 
wracked my brain, my ears again felt weird, as if they were moving. | sighed and 
reached for one, finding it to be fuzzy and triangular. Great. Furry cat ears. I'd have to 
get a proper look at them later. | probably should have checked myself in the mirror 
first, before putting on the glamour. Never mind that now. “So, first one, you were 
sitting in a field with someone named Odie? Aaaand... you mentioned wanting to be 
amom.” May let out a little snort at that. 

“Oh wow, | was what, fifty back then? No wait no, thirty. We hadn’‘t even begun 
establishing Hell by that point; nobody had died yet. Well, nobody mortal from the 
new run.” She leaned back and sighed. “It was nice back then. | haven't visited Hell 
ever since | went on the run. Outside the torture zones, it really is a remarkable 
place.” 

“Yeah, Leonard kind of accidentally dropped us there earlier today. | met 
Lucifer... and found out I’m going to Hell for being trans. Can't believe the bigots were 
right about that.” | chuckled nervously before continuing. “Odie gave you a carved 
figure, for your first daughter.” May nodded at that. 
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“Her name was Issa. | had her with a priestess that hadn't performed one of 
her temple's sacred rites. It was a choice back then, as it is now. Issa was Curious and 
athletic and quite enjoyed exploring.” She smiled slightly. “Still not quite sure how the 
second pair of arms and the spider eyes happened.” 

“Then the second one, you were surrounded by | guess your family, and 
Odionyx visited with a warning and a gift for Amber.” 

“Amber, yes, my youngest. The one who survived. She really liked stories, 
hearing them and telling them and recording them. She was also quite a bit of a 
smartass.” May pulled me into a hug again. “You remind me so much of her. She was 
about your age when | last saw her.” | eased into the hug, sighing. 

“How was life like, with all of them?” 

“Oh, it was wonderful. A caring house full of love. | was so proud of each and 
every single one of them. Loved them with all my heart. They made eternity worth 
living.” May had begun stroking my hair at that point, and | smiled a bit. 

“Do you... do you want to have a movie night, before we talk about the last 
vision | had?” | looked up at her, and she gave me a quick shrug. 

“I'd rather get it over with, truth be told. Peel off the bandaid. What was the last 
thing you saw?” 

“It was, um... If was you, hulking out and ripping off an angel’s wings.” | felt her 
hug get tighter, as she took a deep breath. 

“A demon is a creature of emotion. We're powered by all kinds of feelings, and 
can induce all kinds of feelings. Turns out, overwhelming feelings can make the 
container shatter, like an unburped fermentation jar. And that’s how the hulking out 
happened.” | squeezed her hand in support. “Imagine losing all your loved ones in 
one fell swoop due to the actions of an overzealous angel. The pain of that is... 
indescribable.” She squeezed back. “But what's more overwhelming is finding out 
that one survived, and lived and thrived and had daughters of her own. And that | get 
to connect with one of them.” 

“Yeah, I'm... I’m glad to have you in my life. | mean it’s only been a couple 
hours, that included you kidnapping me in my underwear and then taking me 
shopping, but still. You've done more for me in like six hours than my father has ever 
done for me in nineteen years.” May rested her head on top of mine. 

“How could | not, Lily. You're family. Now how about we prepare for that movie 
night you mentioned; what’re you thinking?” | squirmed myself out of May's clutches 
in that moment, walking over to my desk to look through the options. 

“Some low stakes cute cartoons? Something from before Disney went 
creatively bankrupt for money?” | was scrolling through my files, humming as | 
checked all that | had downloaded. It was all public domain now, Walt’s Corpse 
Turned Puppet To Keep The Copyright Going For Money had no more power. 

“How about the 2060 remake of the Little Mermaid?” May offered. 

“The one where Prince Eric--” | did air quotes around both Prince and Eric. “--is 
trans and realises it when she and Ariel learn sign language together to 
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communicate, and the other pretty lady that results in Ariel turning into seafoam in 
the original story wants the Princess to be stuck as a prince?... Wow, no wonder | 
liked that version so much. Especially all the hand drawn animation.” | quickly used 
the search function to bring it up before | went to dive into the shopping bags for an 
item | was very excited to get and wear. One quick wardrobe change, and | was now 
sitting in bed wearing an otter pajama onesie, as May chuckled and conjured herself 
up a sheep one. And then | snuggled up in her lap and we watched the movie 
together. 


We must have passed out while watching, because | woke up with May 
holding me protectively against herself, as though she was scared that were she to 
let go of me |’d disappear. | decided to surprise my traumatised grandma with 
pancakes for breakfast. May pulled me closer the moment | tried to squirm out of 
bed. She needed Mrs. Fahrenheit more than | did, by the looks of it. With a bit of effort 
| did manage to free myself, and to walk over to the kitchen counter, seconds before 
May sat up straight in bed, her eyes panicked. 

“LILY!” She was breathing heavy, but calmed down slightly as her gaze fell on 
me, breathing a sigh of relief. “Just a nightmare. Just a nightmare. You're here and 
he’s not--” She audibly gulped. “He’s not going to touch you as long as I’m here.” 

“Who isn't going to touch me?” | had, partially as a goof and partially to test it 
out, begun whisking the egg whites using my tail. | thought the image of me holding 
the whisk with my tail was cute, and | was going to make VERY fluffy pancakes if it 
was the last thing | did. 

“Khazmiel. The angel who... who... who took them all from me...” May had 
made her way over to me, ruffling my hair a bit. | think it was half out of affection, and 
half to make sure | was real. “He’s a real piece of work. Known as the Bloodhound of 
the Triad, he’s pure zeal and devotion and aggression.” 

“So the angels got really jumpy about your daughters, my great grandmas & 
aunts, and decided to do something about it?” Mix dry and wet separately, then fold 
in gently, pancake batter can have lumps, lumps means you're not overbeating and 
creating gluten resulting in tough pancakes. Pro-tips. 

“They thought | was building an army to overthrow Heaven. An army! | just 
wanted to be gd mom! | had a lot of love to give! So | had a lot of daughters! And they 
sent the stab first, ask never asshole after us.” May sighed and leaned against the 
counter, rubbing her eyes. “He remained on Earth after | ripped off his wings, just like | 
did. | had to constantly run and hide, since he was tracking me. | probably dragged 
his attention away from Amber with that.” 

“Shit, can he still track you?” | dug out a pan. 

“No, no, a friend of mine dealt with that, I’m invisible as far as scrying or 
magical tracking goes. Honestly, it’s much easier to find me using my transaction 
history. But Knazmiel is technologically stumped. Can't even start a fire.” May's eyes 
widened for a second, before she groaned. “Shit.” 
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“What, what is it?” The pancakes were sizzling away as | asked that. 

“| just remembered. The botched ritual was protecting you from being tracked 
by him. Now that | fixed that, you're the strongest source of my scent there is.” May 
walked away a bit, checking her phone. “That's two things to sort out with her... | have 
a very important question for you, Lily,” she said while turning to me. 

“Sure, what's the question?” 

“How are you with needles?” 
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Interlude 5 - Wake Me Up 


Katka was busy reading smutty lesbian fiction her friends shared with her. 
Very old smutty lesbian fiction. Very old smutty lesbian fiction from porn sites 
populated by dudes as both authors and readers. And it was painfully obvious the 
one she was reading was written by a dude. The only way she was managing to 
tolerate it was taking screenshots of it and sharing them to laugh. “Ohmygod dude, 
DUDE, that’s not how that works! That’s not how any of that works! You clueless idiot! 
How are you finding ANY of this hot?! Fucking hell.” She sighed after finishing her last 
one. The guy had no clue about the anatomy of a vagina. Katka got ready to go 
through another one, when her phone buzzed with a notification. A message from 
May. 

“Can you start preparing a curse for Lily’s dad as well?” Is what it said, and so 
Katka shrugged and stretched, sending back a quick 

“Sure.” 

Of course, preparing a curse takes work. The most important part of the prep 
is finding a fitting punishment for whatever the person did. It was for this reason she 
had summoned up a portal to a now familiar place. First stop, The Gates, to punch 
the Gatekeeper in the shoulder. 

“Ow! Again?! Why?!” Saint Peter yelled at Katka as she ran past. 

“Interest for all the kids who ended their lives while being gatekept!” she called 
back, flying over the wall and towards her intended location. “Fucking Mirror’s 
Edge-looking shithole. Concrete and glass and no color. And this is supposed to be 
Paradise?” She dove past the traffic of flying angels towards a building that stood 
out. Not as much as Their Panopticon, but enough to be easy to find. The roof door 
wasn't even locked, and the building had no security whatsoever. Which was stupid, 
considering this was a records building. Why'd she go for Heaven's records instead 
of Hell’s? Well, because nobody would notice one missing up here. Somehow. 
Despite being observed constantly. 

The file titled ‘Arthur Samael Donnellan, Jr.’ wasn’t hard to find. And with it in 
hand, Katka made a portal back home, to read through it in peace. “Oh... Oh. 
OOOOOH. Alright, sir, you're getting a stomach flu, a headache, layered nightmares 
and an apparition of your father at the edges of your vision. | think a week of that 
oughta make you rethink your actions.” She walked over to the alchemy room, 
digging through her ingredients and charts. That is, until she heard something 
horrifying from outside. 

A deep, rumbly wail, a roar, a cry for help and a sob all mashed together into 
one cacophonous mess of noise that came from near her forest. And a quick look 
outside her windows with her piercing gaze gave her a clear picture of what had 
made the noise. “Whelp. Fuck me running, | guess. That’s gonna be a doozy to deal 
with. Eh, | gotta make the source untrackable anyways, so she'll show up to deal with 
it. Right, back to messing up an asshole’s life.” 
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Chapter 21 - We're off to see the Witch 


May’s question had left me slightly confused. “What?” 

“How are you with needles?” she asked again. 

“I’m okay with them? Never fainted from my vaccination shots.” | shrugged as | 
continued cooking the pancakes. 

“Good.” May sent off a text, and so | shrugged and carried on. 

We ate in relative silence after that. It didn’t take long to finish breakfast, and 
after we were done with it, | had to get ready. With my vastly increased ouffit options, 
| went for a pink dress and black leather jacket combo, combined with a pair of short 
heeled black boots. May giggled slightly when she saw my ouffit choice. “She was my 
favorite rival that generation.” Her comment elicited a raised eyebrow from me, with 
her shaking her head while smiling in a clear ‘Never mind that’ way. For her part, she 
summoned a t-shirt, some ripped jeans and a flannel shirt tied around her waist, and 
the same stompy boots she’d worn yesterday. Having a butch grandma that looked 
only eight years older than me was kind of wild. “I hope it hasn't moved,” May said as 
we stepped outside, still making me confused about things. She was not explaining a 
lot of stuff. It was somewhat worrying. 

It took us only a short walk to the nearby park for May to cuss. “Oh, for fuck’s 
sake, it hasn’‘t even been a proper twenty-four hours, you cheeky shit!” She was 
yelling at an empty wall, before she rubbed her eyes with a sigh. 

“Um, May, why are you cursing at a wall? Oh wait, you can’t get your fix online, 
| killed the last channer alive.” She snorted and smiled a bit at my poor attempt at a 
joke before she straightened herself out to the best of her abilities. 

“I'm taking you to see the friend of mine | mentioned. She lives in the Fae 
Realm. The only way to access it is through the roots of the World Tree, a path known 
to us as Wisteria Way.” She knocked on the wall. “The doors to it are all around the 
world, but they're not static on this end; they tend to move around at their own 
leisure. Also as a way to make people not stumble in by accident. And the one | used 
to get here from Prague moved.” 

“Wait, Prague? But that’s all the way across the Atlantic! How long did you 
walk for?” | was somewhat stunned at that. 

“Oh, only for about half an hour? There’s a conspiracy theory that the Earth is 
hollow and you can walk through it to places. Prefer that one to the Flat Earth theory. 
Well, the fucker who proposed it misheard some of our people talking about Wisteria 
Way and misinterpreted it big time.” May looked around until her gaze caught 
something. “Oh, there’s the cheeky fucker!” She grabbed my hand and led me to a 
wooden door, overgrown with moss, and with wisteria flowers blooming all around it. 
“Diagon Alley can get fucked compared to this.” Pushing the door open, she led me 
in. 

| don’t think hearing ‘We're gonna enter the Fae Realm through the roots of 
the World Tree known as Wisteria Way’ could have properly prepared me for the 


103 


visual. Imagine a metropolis, wide streets fit for cars, with none going through, each 
end lined with shops and apartments. Now imagine that instead of concrete and 
brick and glass, it was wood and glass. Carved into storefronts, into the windows and 
doors and walkways, the street itself wood. And then drop the word carved from your 
lexicon for a second, and imagine that it had just grown that way. A modern street 
filled with all kinds of people going about their day, in a metropolis transmuted into 
living wood. And all of it baked in the warm glow of dusk, without a source of light in 
sight, with a roof of wisteria flowers hanging above. 

As May had so elegantly put it, Diagon Alley could get fucked compared to 
Wisteria Way. That place was supposed to be enchanting because it was hidden 
and filled with magic shops. This place? Hidden, filled with presumably magic shops, 
but guessing by the smell, also bakeries and butchers and fisheries and vegetable 
sellers, and it had a defining look to it. Hell, now | wanted to see what kind of farmer’s 
market they had. | mean, if it takes half an hour to get from the Czech Republic to the 
west coast of the United States, they could probably get food fresh from anywhere in 
the world. Did the top restaurants use these? Probably; if Fae exist, then Ukobachs 
exist, and it wouldn't be a surprise to see them working as professional chefs. 

“| didn't expect you to get THAT overwhelmed by it, Lily; you’ve been to Hell, 
after all,” May said, which broke me from my trance and | blushed, feeling 
embarrassed. 

“Well, it’s really pretty here, and my mind started racing with thoughts of food. 
Wait, you could use this place to go to so many film festivals!” Not just film festivals, 
but also museums, cons, exhibitions, screenings! Oh, this place was a ticket to 
paradise! 

“NOW you can; back at the start of the century it was much harder to move 
around. Thank fuck Schengen expanded to be world wide after the US got its shit 
together. Anyways, our gate is this way young lady, follow me.” May nodded her head 
to indicate direction and began moving, with me following closely behind her. 

Dusk turned to night as we passed through the gate, which made me turn 
around and see the path just standing in a field, the light from Wisteria Way clearly 
visible, but not passing even an inch out of bounds. | walked a quick circle around the 
portal, finding the other side to just be a wooden circle of two intertwined wisteria 
trees. May was patiently waiting for me as | explored the entrance way, smiling. 
Right, she had described Issa as curious, so perhaps | was reminding her of more 
than just one daughter now. With a quick shrug, we kept moving onwards. A full 
Moon was looming ominously over a forest, which we entered, following a set path. 
There were hoots of owls, and howls of wolves, and yaps of foxes around us, and | 
could see them on the edge of the path, watching me and May, a few of them... 
waving? May waved back at them if they were. Right, Fae Realm, Aesop's Fables 
had to have an inspiration somewhere. That or he was just a massive furry...the dude 
was Greek, of COURSE he was a massive furry. Greece was where Metamorphoses 
came from. 
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As we continued on through the woods, the Moon kept glaring overhead, 
always in my view, unmoving, even if | shifted my gaze and posture, as if it was a 
static image projected over the forest. And then the path led into a clearing. A 
wrought iron fence surrounded the clearing, flaming skulls adorning it. They all 
turned to face me and May, and | turned to look at her, her gaze not on the skulls nor 
me. She rolled her eyes. | followed where she was looking. In the middle of the 
clearing stood a house. A house out of wood, looking as if it had been built two hours 
ago. It stood still, with only windows on it, no door, as if the windows were staring us 
down. And from its foundation sprouted two massive chicken legs holding it up! But 
what was most striking was what adorned the roof of the structure. 

A figure stood there, hard to make out with the light of the Moon behind them. 
The only things brighter than the Moon were their piercing eyes and their odd halo, of 
three interlocked rings, one below the other two. Their gaze fell on me, and they 
spread their wings wide. They gave them one strong flap, and disappeared from the 
roof. But | had barely any time to register it, as the face of a cute girl jumped in front 
of me. 

“Hi!” was all she managed to get out before | heard a thundering whack, my 
vision now obscured with May's clenched fist. “Ouch! May! You didn’t have to hit me 
like that! You've never raised your hand against me before!” the angelic girl who was 
now rubbing her head to soothe it while getting off the ground said, looking hurt both 
physically and emotionally. 

“And YOU didn’t have to jumpscare my granddaughter like that, Katka. 
Should have told me you were going for the theatrics route,” May shot back, annoyed 
somewhat at Katka’s antics. 

“Come on, | even went and dressed up all nice for you two, show at least a little 
gratitude!” Katka was dusting off her dress, flapping her wings a bit to get them 
sorted out. Once she had done so, she extended a hand to me. “Hey there, Lily, I’m 
Katka, also known as the Witch of Wisteria Way. Somehow. Despite there being like 
at LEAST ten covens speaking seven languages in there. If you’re wondering about 
these --” She pointed to her halo and flapped her wings. “My grandma's the Baba 
Yaga, she had my mom with a human woman, and my mom had me with an angel 
lady, making me a nephilim and a changeling.” | finally shook her hand, a bit shell 
shocked from the entire encounter. 

“I'm Lily Donella -- hey, wait a minute, how do you know my name already?” | 
let go, stepping back a bit, noticing that May was just watching me and Katka 
interact. 

“Lucifer takes care of trans people once we're six feet under, | cover our asses 
while we're above ground. Kybliku! Zlati¢ko, pust'nds ddl, bud'tak hodnd.” She had 
turned to the house on chicken legs to shout in Czech at it. | recognised it as Czech, 
although | only really knew the swears, and that it was heavily gendered, and that the 
house on chicken legs was a lady house on chicken legs. The house did a spinny and 
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a door appeared on her where before there was none, crouching down to let us in. 
And as we walked in, her full sentence finally hit. 

“Wait, ‘our’?” | was expecting the place to look like a stereotypical witches’ hut, 
instead it looked like a pretty simple single-person apartment, only somewhat bigger 
than mine in that it had more rooms available. 

“Yeah, I’m also trans. Funny story, that; after both my moms passed, Grandma 
decided to do the changeling myth of swapping me with a human kid. Turns out the 
closest one to me was assigned male at birth. | chat with her sometimes, she’s 
great.” Katka walked over to a door and knocked. “So for fifteen years | ran under the 
assumption that | was a regular human boy. And then Grandma turns up in her 
house on chicken legs, goes ‘Yeah, you're old enough to not be a hassle, I’m taking 
care of you now and training you’, gives back the original kid, and here we are. That 
was nearly eight years ago.” She shrugged at me, as a short, drowsy, yawning young 
woman covered in tattoos opened the door Katka had knocked on. “Who's got the 
wheel now, Pepper or Mint?” 

“Tea, too sleepy, hard to tell. Your outside fucks with our circadian rhythm.” 
The young... women? yawned again, stretching somewhat. 

“I'll brew you some coffee to clear your headspace; the other client's here for 
the anti-scrying tattoo.” Katka pointed at me with her thumb, and | noticed May 
taking up an armchair out of the corner of my eye. Pepper and Mint nodded. 

“Knock once you have the wake-up juice.” They closed the door, leaving Katka 
to move to the kitchen. And leaving me with a question. A couple of them. 

“Uhm, anti-scrying tattoo?” was my first. 

“Yup, little thing, you tell Pepper and Mint where you want it, they'll put it there 
for you. Trust me, it’s better than the alternative of inserting a charm into your 
stomach, thanks to its subtlety.” She was grabbing a rather adorable cup with cute 
sharks on it. 

“Okay. What's their deal?” That was a very insensitive way to ask that, but a 
quick one. 

“Regular human. Plural system. Great tattoo artist. Met Pepper and Mint right 
as Pepper was emerging, so to speak. Mint got scared, thinking she was possessed 
by a demon or something. Looked stuff up. Encountered me. | sent her some links. 
The two of them thanked me afterwards.” She was doing a pour over method. “I don’t 
drink coffee myself, but clients do, so | keep it around. What's your poison? Tea, soda, 
coffee as well, juice? Chilled stuff’s in the fridge.” 

“I'll -- | guess I'll have some water.” 

“Fridge, pick your fizziness, the white grape Mattoni is mine.” She seemed to 
be done with the coffee rather quickly. “May, your poison’s in the usual spot,” Katka 
shouted towards May, who replied with ag wave and a reach over the armchair, 
dragging out a glass Coke bottle. “Room temperature original recipe Coke. | will 
never understand that woman. Guess she had it back in the 1880's.” Katka made her 
way over to the room, knocking again, the door opening only enough for a hand to 
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reach out and be given the steaming cup. It retreated inside, and a sigh of relief 
came from behind the door, sounding different from how | first heard them. 

“Thanks Katka, that hit the spot. I’m ready now,” Peppermint walked out, 
offering me a hand to shake. “Peppermint Tea, Mint is currently fronting, Pepper’s still 
taking a nap in the headspace. We both use she/her. Nice to meet you.” | shook their 
hand. 

“Lily Donellan, also she/her, likewise.” 

“First time getting inked?” 

“Yup.” 

“You got pain reduction in your demonic ancestry package, lucky you.” 
Peppermint clapped my shoulder and walked to another room, urging me to follow. 
With a shrug | did so. 
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Chapter 22 - Ghost 


“So, where do you want it?” Mint was sitting on a stool, putting on a pair of 
gloves after washing her hands. 

“How big is the mark?” It finally hit me in just how many ways | was 
disrespecting Dad. | was a trans lesbian that was about to get her very first tattoo. 
Never mind the whole being a succubus thing. 

“Eh, it’s a small thing, about the size of an Estrofem container.” | raised my 
eyebrow at Mint. | had no context for what Estrofem was. | figured a form of Estrogen 
from the name, but that was about it. Mint thankfully caught on to my confusion “...It’s 
slightly bigger than an Oreo.” 

“Oh, uhm... here then? Like, where the neck curves to the shoulder?” With one 
quick point to the spot, Mint replied by patting down the tattooing chair for me to sit 
on. 

“You're lucky about the pain tolerance, that spot is one of the more painful 
ones. If we were at my parlour I’d show you the poster with pain intensity marked 
out.” Mint took out four cards and showed them to me. “Right, the basic symbology is 
consistent between all of them, and the ink is mixed and enchanted for it to work. 
Doesn't mean we can’t get creative with it.” The cards did have the same base shape 
on them, but the additions differed. Like one making it look like a chip, another like 
plantlife, there was of course just the plain one. 

| started thinking about what I’d actually want to represent me, on me. | wasn’t 
getting a trans symbol now, that would be painfully obvious. Plus, it wasn’t my only 
trait. Hell, | still had weeks of coping to go through after finally accepting this part of 
me. After allowing myself to be a girl. And figuring it out through a magical mishap. 

Wait. That would work. “Could you style it so it looks like something out of 
Sailor Moon?” | turned to Mint. Now it was her turn to be confused. 

“What's Sailor Moon?” 

“A Magical Girl manga and anime from the late 1980's and early 1990's? Here, 
I'll show you.” | pulled my phone out and brought up a few images. Looking through 
them, there was a glint in her eye, and a growing smile. 

“Oooooh, that’s really cute! Why do you want it?” Mint’s voice had shifted; it 
still sounded like her, but it was more energetic and high, which shocked me ever so 
slightly. “Sorry! Should have explained. I'm Pepper! Me and Mint asked Katka to make 
us a charm or something that makes it more obvious who fronts.” Pepper tapped her 
throat. “So our voice changes! I'll go draw up the design while you elaborate on it.” | 
shook myself out of my confusion. 

“No, I'm sorry, haven't really met plural folk that are out as plural. So the voice 
shift surprised me. As for why, well, I’m literally a magical girl, aren't |? |even have a 
transformation sequence... | definitely don't want to go to my baseline form, though.” 
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“Is it that much different from your current one? Besides the demonic bits, | 
mean.” Pepper was working on the stencil off to the side, having moved to a table 
that materialised with the necessary tools. The marvels of modern witchcraft. 

“Yeah, it is. It hurt having to go back to that form. It’s gonna hurt even more if | 
have to go back to it again. The dead eyes, the perpetual frown, the facial hair, the 
weird physicality of it.” | looked at my hand, graceful and feminine but still strong 
enough to sucker punch someone. | quickly hugged my tail, nuzzling into it and 
sighing slightly. “You don’t realise how bad dysphoria can be until you've 
experienced euphoria, or a lack of it.” 

“Ah, gotcha. Well, you can ask Katka for a prescription to make your baseline 
match your glamour.” Pepper moved back to the stool, moving my hair to the side to 
disinfect the area and apply the stencil. 

“Prescription? Not like, a one-time potion that does it?” Why not just 
insta-transition, it seemed more convenient. 

“It would be weird for most people to see a drastic change that fast, and | 
don’t want customers shitting on regular HRT.” Katka was resting on the doorframe, 
looking in. “Don’t worry, I'll hook you up. What flavor do you want the potion?” 

“Uhm... vanilla?” | shrugged, and then Pepper grabbed my shoulder and got 
to work. Katka left her to work on me with a giggle. Oh, a succubus who likes vanilla, 
veeeeery funny. Sure, | was nowhere near as lewd as Leonard, but... oh wait, that 
was another dysphoria thing. Ah fuck, how many signs were there?! And I'd kept 
denying myself the possibility of being a girl while scared of Dad! He wasn’t even 
Mom's husband, he was the sperm donor and only living relative when mom got 
hospitalised, so | got placed in his care! | hadn‘t even met him until then. 

And wow, | was really zoning out on the tattooing. It felt like a fly was walking 
on me. Annoying, but tolerable. Which really showed how hard Victor must have hit 
me for it to hurt that much. 

“Right, done with the black outline, so that means the spell is done. Now to 
figure out what colors pop on Coke can red. What's your human skin color?” Mint 
wiped the tattoo tool and started switching bits. 

“I’m white.” | turned on my glamour for a second and then quickly switched it 
off. “This shade specifically.” Mint gave me a thumbs up and continued her work. 

Having to sit and wait really leaves you with not much to do but think. To think 
back on stuff. | stopped myself from giggling, remembering my grandparents had 
somehow preserved subtitled VHSes of Sailor Moon for me to watch, eighty years 
later. | got the intersex butch lesbian dating her girlfriend, instead of cousins. Pretty 
sure the censor was from a small southern state with a specific culture to if. 

Really wish they hadn’‘t passed away shortly before Mom. By all accounts, | 
would have ended up in their care, meaning I'd have access to their stash of old 
storage media. They had the original Star Wars trilogy on LaserDisc. LaserDisc! And | 
watched them on that! Hell, thinking about it, | liked their house a lot. It was like living 
ina museum every time we stayed over for the holidays. Oh wait, fuck. They were 
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both grandmas. They had been married for years, and | know for a fact, since mom 
told me, that they were both her bio parents. And | never stopped and asked how 
that would be possible! Oh, Lily, you clueless idiot! Now | knew for sure | wouldn’t have 
been a mess in denial due to Dad’s emotional neglect and huge expectations had | 
lived with my grandmas! One of them was trans! 

lran my free hand down my face in frustration as | groaned. Mint raised her 
eyebrow, before speaking. “What's running through your head?” 

“That one of my lesbian grandmas was trans and | never put two and two 
together. And that | wish they were still alive. | also wish Mom was still alive, but you 
know. They were the good family | had for ten years, before him.” | would have done 
better in foster care, possibly adopted by a loving family, without having to wait nine 
years for the one good remaining family member to appear in my life. 

“Shit dad, huh?” Mint put away her tools, starting to clean the area and putting 
on some gauze to cover it up, protect it from light and infection. “There, that'll do it. 
No more than warm water, no scrubbing, and this soap.” She handed me a small 
bottle of liquid soap. “You can take that off in about three hours. And you can shower 
normally in about a week. Hope you like it.” 

“Thank you both for your hard work.” | got off the chair, shook Peppermint’s 
hand, and returned to the main room, where May was doing some light reading. 

“I'm excited to see how it looks when the bandage comes off!” She lifted her 
half drunk bottle of Coke in the air to cheer me. 

And then there was a loud noise. A wailing roar, like a bear crying its eyes out, 
loud enough to shake the house. “What. The fuck. Was THAT?!” | yelled out, my arms 
in the air, my tail nervously straightened up like a spear. Katka peeked her head out 
of another side room. 

“Oh, right, yeah, that’s a situation | need to talk to you about.” She walked to 
me, holding a small plastic bottle, by the looks of it repurposed from a yoghurt drink. 
“Any nightmares recently?” She handed the bottle to me, and | took it, confused, 
before | turned it around and saw the instructions written on the back: Drink with a 
meal, gives three months worth of HRT effects, collect a second dose and have it a 
week after the first. 

“Yeah, had a pretty serious one a few days ago, haven't really had it in me to 
properly sleep since then.” | pocketed the boftle in my jacket as Katka nodded. 

“And said nightmare, what was it about?” 

“| was ten again, Mom was dlive, | had socially transitioned, | was in my 
childhood home. And then | was at Dad's place, and he got angry at me being a girl, 
and forced me through a rapid puberty that left me as a caricature, and then | woke 
up.” | pulled my tail into a hug again. “That was really when | realised | wasn’t a guy, 
but | wasn't allowing myself to be a girl yet, because of how | expected Dad to react.” 

“Okay, so dysphoria denial nightmare, got it.” Katka stood there, letting the 
silence hang for a bit too long, the pause a bit too awkward. “That roar is a physical 
manifestation of your nightmare, as far as | can gather, which is not a thing that’s 
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supposed to happen. Nightmares as Fae are little fuckers responsible for sleep 
paralysis. They don’t manifest because people have nightmares, they cause them.” 
She walked over to a window, opening it and looking out. “So your nightmare being 
so powerful and impactful that it physically manifests here is... dangerous, let’s say.” 

“Wait, dangerous? How?” It was a bad dream, it couldn’t do much, could it? 

“Imagine someone dreamt of the apocalypse and that their dreams could 
come true. We're lucky you just had a dysphoria denial dream. It means you just 
need to confront it.” Katka waved her hand in the air, causing three circles to form 
and intersect, which turned into a portal showing me my apartment. “I'll prepare stuff 
for the trip, you just go sit your tattoo out and change into something more 
appropriate for monster hunting.” She turned to May. “It was lovely to see you again, 
you bougie bitch, now kindly join your granddaughter. | need to help a system clean 
up their temporary studio so Kyblik can un-grow it.” May got off her chair at that 
point, giving Katka a headpat as she passed her and entered the portal. 

“Why did we have to go through Wisteria Way if you can just make portals like 
that?” | gestured to it, Katka shrugged. 

“1 can make them to the Realms, with generic entry points. Always at the 
gates of Heaven, always at the Ziggurat in Hell, always on that one spot on the field 
of Purgatory. | need someone familiar with a place for specific points.” Katka threw 
me acoin. “You hold this and ding it, |can make the portal again. See you in a couple 
hours.” She winked at me, and with a shrug | crossed the threshold, standing in my 
room as the portal closed, Katka waving on the other side. 

“The jacket works for monster hunting, but you should change the rest,” May 
commented, already working on finally putting the purchases in my wardrobe. So | 
went to help her, right after | had put the coin on my desk along with the bottle. 
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Chapter 23 - Hug Your Mind 


| had been an idiot. A doofus. A complete dumbass. Even with May there 
helping me get seasonal clothing, | hadn't gotten environment-appropriate clothing. | 
mean, what store do you go to and say ‘Yes | need an outfit for monster hunting’? 

Okay, a cosplay store, but those ouffits are for cons, not for the Fae Realm! 
And proper LARP armor that works for forest environments takes a while to make. 

So | was trekking through the forest in my stompy boots | got for my first ouffit, 
a dark green skirt and a brown hoodie so as to blend in somewhat with the color 
scheme. | guessed | might was well get used to wearing combat skirts all the time... 
Katka wasn’t wearing stuff that was much more practical than what | was wearing. 
Black dress, canvas sneakers, a hoodie. She was keeping her shoes safe by flying 
ever so slightly off the ground. Did all wizards and witches have to be goth, or was 
that just an aesthetic thing the trans ones did? At least Katka was ag much more 
competent magic user than Leo was. While | was, what, a cat-themed fire berserker? 
An Emberserker? An Empurrserker? Now there was an untapped character theme. 
Oh, speaking of Leonard, for some ungodly reason, he had decided to tag along. Or 
rather, he had come to check on me and May right as | was summoning Katka, and 
she had decided it would be absolutely delightful to have a talk with ‘Lugubrious 
Lycan’. Which meant Leonard had been chewed out so far by the following: An oni 
grandpa, a gelatinous cube, an angry lesbian, no wait make that three angry 
lesbians: a human one, me, and May. And now he was about to be chewed out by a 
nephilim changeling trans witch. 

| could see Katka’s grip on Leonard’s shoulder was like an eagle’s grip on the 
hare it just caught. | think | saw something similar in his folders... 

The trek through the woods wasn't as exciting as | figured it might be. You’d 
think the Fae Wilds would just be full of weird magic creatures and plants and 
floating magic all around. But nope. It was just like walking through any other forest 
you could imagine. Well there were more woodland critters visible, that weren't as 
shy as the ones back on Earth. “I really didn’t think this place would look like a Ghibli 
movie. | imagined something more...” 

“Alien and weird and spooky?” Katka asked, her focused shifting from 
Leonard, who looked as if someone had just sucked his soul out. At least | Knew that 
was unlikely to happen. Thanks, Satan. “Bunch of giant glowing mushrooms and 
bugs and such?” Katka did the shaky hand thing when she mentioned bugs. 

“Kinda? Well, yeah, pretty much.” | shrugged; as | said, you'd think that’s what 
the Fae Wilds would be. 

“Well, that’s not really how the Fae Realm formed. Did May or Leonard explain 
the thing to you yet?” Katka stopped, and grabbed Leonard's collar to stop him as he 
just kept aimlessly walking forward. | tried to think about what thing Katka could be 
referring to. | shook my head fo reply. 


112 


“So it’s fairly simple. The Universe is Cyclical. A pantheon gets a shot at 
running it, then they have an apocalypse, pass it to another pantheon. The current 
ruling pantheon has their own Realm or Realms detached from Earth. Like Heaven, 
Hell and Purgatory for the current boss.” Katka drew a couple circles in the air to help 
her with the presentation. One labelled Earth, one labelled Ruling Realm, and then 
crossing Earth was the Fae Realm circle, with Realm of the Dead crossing the Fae 
Realm one, like a snowman. “When the pantheon passes the torch, their realm goes 
and merges with the Fae Realm, and their Afterlife merges with the Realm of the 
Dead.” She had the circles move to show it, drawing a new one where Ruling Realm 
was before. “And thus the Fae Realm grows. Most Ruling Realms are boring forests 
and such. Hell, | think the Fae Realm won't grow when the current fucker passes. 
Well, if they pass it. Bastard got to have a trial apocalypse with the Flood. And only 
has afterlife options.” 

“Oh, so | could stumble across Valhalla or Olympus around here?” We 
continued walking after that. 

“Yeah. Well, stumble isn’t accurate. Olympus is obvious if you’re on one of the 
plains. The Earth isn’t flat but the Fae Realm sure is.” Katka snapped her fingers in 
front of Leonard's face to wake him up out of his trance. 

“Buhwuhwah--” He blinked a couple times, shook his head and finally focused. 

“| probably should have just ripped into you in your apartment instead of 
dragging you out here. But hey, it confirms you’re not a Changeling.” 

“Fuck. Can you try and Angel me then?” Leonard asked, rubbing his face in 
frustration. 

“Nah, can’t, only ancestors can do that. And I’m nearly your age and definitely 
didn't have any kids.” Katka patted his head condescendingly and kept floating 
forward, leading us towards a disturbing sound of sobs that was getting louder and 
louder as we approached. 


| was definitely glad | had woken up from the nightmare when | did. The 
creature sitting in the valley below us was huge. Easily twelve feet tall. Covered head 
to toe in course brown hair, head hair long and tangled up, facial hair bushy. 
Shoulders disturbingly broad, twice as broad as they'd be on a body builder. Hands 
massive, covering the creature's tear-soaked face. Wearing an awkwardly 
stretched-out version of the ouffit | had on in the dream. Voice like a rockslide. If you 
described gender dysphoria to a cartoonist who actually listened and was 
supportive of trans people, they’d draw a mirror piece of a plain-looking trans girl 
standing in front of a mirror, and the creature as her reflection. 

And she was my responsibility. My dysphoria personified and manifested. All 
the fears and thoughts and worries about my appearance, feelings towards the 
puberty | underwent, exaggerated to ridiculous proportions and sitting right in front 
of me. Going through the wrong puberty feels like being the victim in a body horror 
story. Your body not your own, changing before your eyes, your identity disappearing 
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as it transforms, and you can desperately struggle, but in body horror stories the 
transformation tends to finish. And when it finishes you are left despairing and with 
no way back. 

It was unclear whether she was going to be violent. Dysphoria, as | decided to 
call her for now, was just sitting there, crying. Definitely too overwhelmed by 
everything to do much more. What would she do when she saw me approach? 

| wouldn't have to wait long to find out the answer to that question as Katka 
grabbed my shoulder and led me right smack dab in front of Dysphoria. There was a 
very loud slap sound as May facepalmed. “Sup. You weren't supposed to get a 
physical form. Here’s the reason you got one. Talk it out.” Katka patted my shoulder 
and flew back to the edge of the forest, where she joined May and Leonard. She 
gave me an enthusiastic thumbs up. Dysphoria stopped sobbing long enough to 
uncover her face and look at me directly. God, her eyes were red and puffy from 
crying so much, but they were still decidedly my eyes. Just, dead inside. Yeah, | see 
what Amy meant with the “dead-eyed but not like Leonard” look she’d mentioned me 
having. | reluctantly waved at Dysphoria, giving her an awkward smile. She was 
opening her mouth, as if trying to talk, but every time only wheezing came out. Like 
when you try to confess to your crush but your brain goes on vacation and no words 
come out of your mouth, just air. Through a great amount of effort though, obvious 
from her expression, she did manage to ufter a single word. 

“Why.” She was barely understandable. The combination of having her voice 
roughened from crying and roughened from the caricature of puberty was not doing 
her any favors at communicating. Why what, Dysphoria? Why do you exist? Why are 
you like this? Why do you have to suffer this curse? 

Because of me. “I’m sorry.” | began, slowly and carefully approaching her, my 
arms open but lowered. “I’m so incredibly sorry for this. You're all my worst fears 
rolled into one. | got a chance at escaping you, a chance at not getting close to how 
you are, and my brain decided | needed to be knocked down a peg. Humbled. 
Reminded.” Her hands were on the ground, and | was close enough where | had to 
really look up to look in her eyes. “Of all the pain. | didn’t get to just be a girl without 
problems. Dad’s specter hangs over me. Over both of us still. His expectations for me 
scaring me into denial.” | gave her a hug. “But | get to escape those. We get to 
escape those. We get to just be Lily. He can’t do anything to us. We can literally set 
his underwear on fire with a direct enough thought. It’s gonna be okay. We're never 
going to end up like this.” | had begun the hug with my arms not being able to reach 
around her, my face smooshed into her chest, but as | kept holding her and talking, | 
found my grip tightening. And my face was no longer buried, but instead was being 
nuzzled into from below. Dysphoria had literally shrunk before my eyes, Dad's effects 
in the nightmare having been reverted. 

“Thank you...” she let out meekly, hugging me back. It didn’t last long, as 
seconds later, | was hugging air; Dysphoria had blown away in a spray of colorful 
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light. And in her former spot, laying in the grass, was a small egg-shaped gem, 
shifting between pink, blue and white, based on how the light struck if. 

“A bit too on the nose, isn’t it?” Katka asked from the tree line, and | shrugged 
at her, pocketing the gem. “An egg that shifts between trans flag colors, like she 
could have dropped a flag cape at that point. Dream Constructs, | swear to fuck.” 
Katka threw her hands in the air. “And worst of all, | can’t make a medical bill for 
therapy joke, because we've got free healthcare!” 
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Chapter 24 - Power of Love 


“So... what now?” We were on our way back to Katka’s house. She’d decided it 
would do us good to go the scenic route instead of just portaling over there. And 
considering the path we were taking now? | was somewhat inclined to agree. The 
birds chirping and all the critters running around gave it a great ambiance you didn't 
really get in forests nowadays. 

Okay, the ones that were being regrown were gonna take a while to have an 
animal population reintroduced. But | much preferred this atmosphere to the one you 
could find in national parks. “There's a few artifact appraisers in Wisteria Way that 
could take a look at whatever Dysphoria dropped,” Katka answered, while crouching 
and giving a hare gentle pets. “And after that? Hell if | know. Hang out? Relax? You've 
had a shit week and you deserve it.” 

“Well, it wasn't all bad. Met my neighbors, met my grandma, figured out what 
thing kept gnawing at me deep in my soul.” | counted them all on my fingers. “I mean 
shit, how long does it usually take people to figure out they're trans?” 

“Depends,” Leonard and Katka said in unison. It was a bit uncanny. 

“But usually waking up with a gender affirming body throws your eggshell 
against a wall at mach twenty,” Katka added, now finished mingling with the wildlife. 
“It did for me. Although the wings and halo were unexpected additions. Grandma 
definitely could have prepared me better.” 

“Well, denial is a hell of a thing. Especially when powered by outside forces.” | 
knew this probably better than anyone. | mean, fuck. How was | gonna deal with 
Dad? He thankfully didn’t have any sort of direct control over me anymore. But 
despite all that, | expected his shadow to loom over me forever. | didn’t think therapy 
would truly ever help me completely cope with what he did to me. | haven't had a 
proper session with Mrs. Fahrenheit yet. | hoped she was as good as she seemed. 

| definitely needed to call her for a session. AS we approached Katka’s hut, 
there were very loud footsteps from nearby. And she groaned, a deep pained groan 
of recognition, flying ahead of us. | quickly sprinted after her, to be met with a wolf the 
size of her house, and her flying over it. 

“Fenrir, no! What did | say about gnawing on Kyblik! Don’t make me call your 
parent, young man!” She was pointing at the wolf as if it was a naughty puppy. 
Which, reminder, was the size of her house. And it was Fenrir. Wait. Fenrir? 

“YOU HAVE FUCKING FENRIR AS THE NEIGHBOR'S DOG SHITTING ON 
YOUR LAWN?!?!" | was flabbergasted, completely taken aback by this revelation. 
The wolf whined. 

“Yes, Lily, Fenrir is the puppy that’s being a nuisance but doesn’t know better. 
Even though he should!” Katka made a stomping motion in the air, and Fenrir whined 
again. “| wasn't kidding about calling your parent! This is the third time this month. | 
have to.” Fenrir whined at that, as Katka quickly flew inside Kyblik, leaving me and 
Fenrir to stand outside. Well, May and Leonard joined us very shortly after that. 


116 


Leonard's reaction was honestly kind of endearing at that moment. | swear | 
could see Steven Universe stars manifest in his eyes. All he said, standing there 
awestruck, was “Big pubby...” 

“Yes, he is quite big, and he is quite a puppy at times, but what did | say about 
bothering people, Fenrir? Pranks are to be harmless and have everyone, even the 
pranked, laugh!” If you’re imagining Tom Hiddleston showing up, don’t. Imagine a 
redhead with an undercut wearing mom jeans and a band t-shirt. “Loki, god of 
pranks; it’s he/him today despite the rocker mom aesthetic. Boobs are fun!” He had 
turned to us for a quick introduction. “Now we're going to go home and have a talk 
about your behavior, young man.” He turned back to Fenrir, grabbed his paw and 
teleported away, leaving behind a sound of giggles. 

“Does everyone's teleporting sound different?” | asked, the scene having 
finished in only two minutes. Really, it took me a minute to process what had just 
happened. A naughty kid had his parent called on him for bothering the weird lady. 

“If you're powerful enough to have access to teleportation. Right, sorry about 
that. Off to Wisteria Way now | believe?” Katka had poked her head out of her house 
by then, and so | replied to her with a noncommittal shrug. 


“Dream gem, usually takes a three-month long continuous ritual to grow, and 
generally they're not bigger than a pill even after that time.” The appraiser was a 
spider fae, wearing goggles built for her many eyes. “You have one the size of a 
quail’s egg. Extremely rare size.” She put the gem down and removed her goggles. 

“And what are they good for?” | was in the shop alone with her; Katka had 
shown me the place, but then she'd left with Leonard and May in tow for a nearby 
cafe. 

“Protection from nightmares. Both the creature and the bad dreams. | think | 
could have this set in a pretty necklace in about half an hour. If you’d like.” She pulled 
out a set of jeweler’s tools from underneath her counter, setting them on top of it. 

“Yeah, sounds great! I'd appreciate that. Thank you.” 

“Before | start though, any metal allergies?” She was holding a couple spools 
of wire. 

“Not that | know of, is there a way fo test it?” 

“Give your hand and we can experiment.” She reached out with one of hers, 
and | shrugged and obliged, as she now held my wrist. The next two minutes were 
spent putting different pieces of metal to my skin to see if it reacted. 

It surprisingly didn’t react to any of them. | was expecting silver to affect me, at 
least. You know, the whole being a succubus thing. But no, none of the metals 
harmed me. Maybe it was a Nihilim thing? Was having human blood protecting me 
from negatives my demonic blood could bring? That was a question for the experts 
that were eating crepes across the street. Once the appraiser was satisfied 
checking, she got to work, gave me a ticket and told me to show up in half an hour. 
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Thus | crossed the street to join my group. “I didn’t expect there would be a crepe 
shop here,” were my first words as | sat down. 

“There isn’t. This is a galette shop. Crepes are sweet, galettes are savory. Ham 
and cheese and eggs versus whipped cream and Nutella,” Katka replied as she was 
finishing up hers. “A lot of people mix them up and don’t know it.” She took a bite, 
obviously enjoying her cre-- err, galette. 

“So, Lily dear, what did the appraiser say?” May asked, this being the first time 
she had spoken up in a while. | was unsure whether it was the cocaine-cola or her 
just quietly enjoying her time surrounded by youths. 

“Dream gem; she’s turning it into a necklace right now. Guess I'll finally get a 
good night's sleep.” | grabbed the menu to see the options. It was pretty much 
sandwich ingredients, except the bread was an extremely thin buckwheat pancake. 

“Well, that sounds nice.” May gave me a quick smile before she sipped her 
drink. Looked to be coffee from a distance. | gave her a quick nod, and waited. The 
conversation didn't seem to really be going at all. Just four awkward people sitting 
together. Which was surprising considering the people present were The Original 
Butch, Baba Yaga’s Granddaughter, The Clumsiest Magical Furry Alive, and me. 
Okay, yeah, | didn’t really have a powerful trait going for me did I? | could say The 
Original Butch’s Granddaughter but | already used such a trait for Katka. And as | sat 
there, contemplating minute unimportant stuff, what possible trait | could apply to 
myself, one hit me right away. College student. 

And as a college student, | had finals. Well, a final, a single one. And | had 
spent the last week fist fighting old men, getting turned on by The Literal Devil 
Themself, and figuring out | was trans. While using none of that time working on the 
paper. Which was somewhat uncharacteristic of me. | always spend a day doing 
nothing before jumping into assignments. Especially for Professor Sappho’s class. 
“Fuck. Shit. Fuck. Goddammit. | can’t believe | did that.” | dragged my hands across 
my face and groaned. 

“Did what?” May asked, obviously concerned for my well being. 

“| procrastinated on my history final.” The three of them all snorted to various 
degrees. May just a quick chuckle, Leonard nearly did a spit take, and Katka 
laughed. 

“Holy shit, you NERD. When’s it due?” Katka had gotten her laughing under 
control by the time she asked. 

“In three weeks, approximately. But we’re supposed to write a paper on queer 
communities during history; could focus on one or multiple. So that means research, 
and research takes time,” | pointed out, as Leonard and Katka turned to face May. 

“Helloooooo, Primary Source. Shit, you'll have to bullshit up actual sources to 
quote for it but May's been loads of places in loads of times | have a hard time 
picturing.” Katka pointed to May with her thumb, which made May roll her eyes in 
turn. 
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“I'd be happy to help you, Lily, but | believe my vacation time is running out. Or 
rather, | should get back to work. My assistant must be properly pissed off at me by 
now.” May chuckled before taking another sip. “And | don’t blame her one bit. Old 
Czech Dudes with Conservative Millennial parents? They're frustrating to Hell and 
back!” 

“How old are we talking?” Now she’d piqued my curiosity. 

“In their seventies, and being talked to by an enby who looks a third of their 
age.” Yeah, | could smell the condescension coming off of such dickheads even 
across the ocean. Wait, no, this was Wisteria Way; | could literally be down-wind from 
a spot with those douchebags. 

“Yeesh.” | recoiled a bit, picturing the scenario. “Right, so, | need to work on my 
final. Historical queer communities. I'll figure out what to go for and start right after | 
get my necklace. Until then, I'll have a ham and cheese and egg galette.” | got up to 
move to the counter to order the treat, and sighed, trying to figure out what to focus 
on. 

It was going to be a long week. 
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Interlude 6 - Rocket Angel 


For an individual capable of surviving the radiation, lack of oxygen and lack of 
pressure of Space, being stuck in it must be frustrating. It’s sensory deprivation to 
another level. Regular sensory deprivation is just staying in a soundproof tank in a 
body temperature slurry that you float in. You still feel gravity. The slurry still lets you 
hear your heartbeat, and you can still hear your breathing to some level. 

But without a heartbeat, without breathing, with no air for sound to pass? | 
don't think someone capable of hearing can imagine the complete lack of sound 
you'd experience in such a situation. 

And Khazmiel was currently finding himself in said situation. Ever since 
Meassael had crippled him, he’d lacked the transportation powers he had grown 
accustomed to over the centuries before the mission. And as such, he had to launch 
himself off the Moon at the right angle and speed to reach Earth. It had so far been a 
week of traveling. You would hope he would be left with nothing but his thoughts to 
occupy him. Unfortunately, he had fewer brain cells than a himbo who has one in his 
heart. His head was as empty as the vacuum around him. A thought had only flashed 
through it twice during the last week, when Meassael’s scent had reappeared for one 
night, and then disappeared once again, leaving behind only a faint, unmoving trace. 
He would have edited his trajectory, had he been capable of it, and aware of how to 
calculate it, to make him re-enter Earth’s atmosphere close to the source of the 
smell. But currently, he could only hope he hadn't overshot. If he was capable of 
hoping. 

Surprising everyone who knew him and was aware of him, Khazmiel got an 
idea. After a week of floating in space, he put two and two together. If Meassael got 
help from traitors such as the nephilim who'd put him in this predicament, why 
couldn't he get help as well? He tapped into a power he had never considered using. 
A power he, to be completely honest, had no awareness of owning. 

He could hear again. He was aware he was still floating in space, but he could 
hear again. The sounds of the horrible Fae Realm. And see. Although what he felt 
was unusual for him. He walked to a pond nearby, and looked within. Satisfied with 
himself, he swiftly ran for the nearest exit, for the path to Chertovice. And all the 
residents of Wisteria Way ran at the sight of him. 

Was this what the mortals and the hellsoawn and the ancients referred to as 
“friendship”? 

Because if so, he was thoroughly enjoying his new friend. 
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Chapter 25 - Go Go 


It had been a very long week. After | figured out | wanted to focus on trans 
communes, | got a number of sources and recollections from May. And in the breaks 
between working on the paper, | worked the bureaucratic systems in place. | didn’t 
even have to go to any offices or such. | just logged into my profile online in the 
government database, filed a name and sex change, and then sent that to uni to 
adjust stuff. 

Of course, this led to an email from my favorite professor congratulating me 
and asking to see me in person for a proper celebration. Professor Sappho really 
liked to build relationships with her students, to understand how they ticked and to 
be accomodating, which was easy to do with the small group of people she had to 
teach. 

And that’s why | was currently standing outside her office, having sent her my 
final earlier that day, as | was hyping myself up to cross the threshold. “Are you here 
to see my wife?” The sudden question startled me, making me jump. It took almost all 
my willpower to lower my reaction from jumping through the ceiling to just hopping 
slightly. Oh great, now | had to train like Kara Danvers. The lady who'd asked me was 
as femme as they come. Long, curly black hair in a braid, a flowing summer dress, 
five-inch high heels. And she was carrying something that smelled sweet. 

“Oh, yeah! Lily Donnellan, I’m in Professor Sappho’s history class.” | politely 
extended my hand for a quick handshake. 

“Zoe Sappho, lovely to meet you.” She shook my hand and shot me a quick 
smile. 

“Likewise. She’s mentioned you often.” 

“Oh, she would have. I’m glad she stopped going out for drinks with her 
students, if I’m being honest. Gushing about me every lecture already makes me 
flustered. Every time I'd come along she’d get so drunk she'd forget we're married, 
ask me out, and then cry when | turned her down.” Zoe chuckled slightly, a bright 
sound, and | could very obviously see what Professor Sappho saw in her. “Can you 
be my girlfriend, she’d ask me, I'd say no, she’d cry out why not, and I'd say because 
we're already married. She’d then get the goofiest smile on her face.” 

“That's, oh gosh, that’s adorable! | knew she was somewhat sappy from all her 
stories. | didn’t expect her to melt that easily!” The image of Professor Sappho crying 
her eyes out because her wife wouldn't be her girlfriend had become forever seared 
in my mind. 

“It’s a trans lesbian thing, they all melt that easily. If you end up dating one 
you'll notice.” She rolled her eyes with a smile, the tiny wrinkles adding to her charm. 

“Guess | better get a mop and a bucket for the future then, if I'm gonna melt 
like that.” | scratched the back of my head, and Zoe gave me a wink, right before she 
opened the door. 
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“Cass, sweetie, you have a student here to see you. And | brought you lunch.” 
Zoe immediately crossed the office to give her wife a kiss on the cheek as she put the 
lunch box down. 

“If it’s you, Lily, |was hoping you'd show up a bit earlier, but you might as well 
join me and Zoe for lunch now--” Professor Sappho’s gaze turned up as she was 
speaking, before her gaze fell on me. “Lily, what backalley doctor did you use to 
change your appearance that fast? | want names, | want dates, | want locations and 
methods so | can recommend them!” The professor stood up, walking over to me and 
gesturing at my whole being, before pulling me into a hug. “Okay, this is extremely 
unprofessional of me, but screw it, congrats on coming out! Seriously though, who'd 
you use?” 

“Leonard I-Never-Learned-His-Last-Name from A-101, two weeks ago, 
botched demon heritage awakening ritual.” The deadpan way | said that hopefully 
made it sound alittle bit funny. Because it was a little bit funny. “Il went to bed, he 
wanted power, he tried rituals, | woke up with boobs and horns and all the other bits 
and bobs.” 

“Okay, seriously though.” The professor broke the hug. | gave her an awkward 
shrug. “Fine, Keep your secrets, young lady, especially considering you passed my 
class this year.” She sat back down behind her desk, Zoe having had just observed 
the interaction while shaking her head. “I’m gonna have to check out some of the 
sources you cited. Maybe go on a trip to see them over the summer. What do you say 
Zoe,” Professor Sappho turned to her wife. “A trip around the world in sixty days, to 
see locations of trans communes?” They held hands and my day was instantly 
improved a thousandfold. Okay, no, seeing them kiss had already improved it. 
Because, that could end up being me in a few years. 

“I’m choosing the lodging this time, Cass. Crashing on friend’s couches during 
the Europe trip was not good for my back.” Zoe gave the Professor a quick kiss, 
chuckling to herself. “But now it’s time for lunch. You can join us if you’d like, Lily.” She 
turned to me, and | awkwardly held my shoulder. 

“If you don’t mind.” | sat down in one of the chairs opposite Zoe and the 
professor as Professor Sappho cleared her desk for the meal. 


The lunch went longer than expected. | had kept a distance from the 
Professor up until that point. She had only known me as the punctual, always present 
student that delivered work early and paid attention. Nothing past that. In hindsight, 
it was obvious | kept the distance because | didn’t want anyone getting close, 
because they'd be getting close to a mask, not the real me. Which led to a load of 
questions. About my family, hobbies, interests. About figuring out | was trans. She still 
thought the real story was just a joke. And | didn’t feel like scaring her by turning off 
my glamour. So | let her believe it. It was three in the afternoon by the time we were 
done, and | began making my way home, deciding to walk instead of taking the tram. 
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That decision would bite me in the ass later... The sky got cloudy pretty fast, 
hiding the bright mid-June sun behind a thick layer of grey. | hoped it wouldn’t rain, 
the forecast hadn't mentioned rain, but | still got somewhat worried about the 
prospect. 

It wasn't the chance of rain that made me anxious at that moment, however. 
No. You know how sometimes, you feel that somebody is staring at you? You don’t 
know who or from where, but you feel somebody has their eyes set on you, and so 
the hair on the back of your neck stands on end? Yeah. Now imagine your demonic 
tail, which is currently made invisible and ethereal, is acting like a cat’s tail and 
standing stiff as well. | was this close to getting on all fours to pounce whoever was 
stalking me. But | couldn't see anyone when | looked behind me. And my dress did 
luckily have enough of an open back to where | could use my wings to break free if 
someone decided to grab me from behind. 

| was thankful it hadn't come to it by the time | got home. However, | was 
startled by Leonard’s apartment door opening right as | passed it. “Were you 
followed?” were the first words out of his mouth. And he was looking as disheveled as 
someone you'd expect to ask that question. So, to his regular level. 

“|... felt like | was? But if | was, they didn’t approach me.” He sighed from relief 
at my answer. 

“Okay, good, it wasn’t paranoia then. This poses another problem.” He waved 
me in, and with a shrug | accepted his invitation. 

“Yeah the problem of you going outside looking like Gandalf’s college days.” 

“Says Little Miss Robots Dress.” 

“Hey! They're Transformers, it looks nice, and it’s a trans joke and disguise 
joke. Glamour to hide my horns and tail, remember?” | gestured to myself as | turned 
it off, whipping my tail for emphasis. “Anyways, what's the other problem then?” | 
crossed my arms and rolled my eyes at that moment. 

“Somebody followed us both to our home. We share an apartment building. | 
can’t think of any reason why I'd be followed. And your tattoo should protect you.” 
Leonard gestured towards my ink, which | had noticed by now changed color based 
on whether the glamour was on or not. White roses when off, red roses when on. 

“Well, maybe it’s a wizard detective who heard about your royal fuckup and 
got hired to catch you and bring you to justice.” If there was such a thing as a magic 
council that dealt with that. Or wizard detectives. | hoped John Constantine was just 
a comic book character. 

“Said fuckup was fixed when your grandma showed up last week. No, it must 
be something different.” He shook his head at my suggestion, and so | started 
counting on my fingers. 

“Well, Victor’s dead, and definitely not haunting this place, | think I’d have seen 
his pasty ass sneaking through my underwear drawer to call me a pervert. And Saul 
literally got wiped from existence. Huh. | was expecting a wipe from existence to 
include memory wipes, but | guess not.” | stopped counting. “That's really the only 
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two enemies we had. Hell, one of them wasn't directly our enemy, we just got roped in 
to assist.” 

“What if it’s your dad?” His question made me freeze in place. 

“No. No, no, it -- it can’t be him. It wouldn’‘t be him. He would have no way of 
recognising me. He, he wouldn’t know about you. Why'd my dad follow you as well?” | 
really, really, REALLY desperately hoped it wasn’t him. | wasn’t ready for him. | was 
nowhere near ready to face him. | didn’t think I’d be ready to face him even with 
Heartbroken May by my side. And his presence would make her hulk out right away. 
Leonard awkwardly grabbed my shoulder in solidarity. 

“Sorry for suggesting it. In and out, Lily, in and out, deep breaths.” He gestured 
with his hands to nail the exercise home, and | followed along... before punching his 
shoulder once | was calm enough. 

“Bad option, keep thinking.” As Leonard hummed in contemplation on my 
command, his gaze fell to his window. 

“Maybe it was something out of Berserk?” His voice hiked up. 

“And what, pray tell, makes you think something out of an old anime is after 
us?” | gave him a smug expression, to which he replied with a nod to his window. | 
turned around to see. 

In the distance was a silhouette. A shape, standing proud and tall atop a 
building. The basic outline made me think it was a wolf, but even from this far away, | 
could tell the proportions were off. The silhouette jumped off and away, disappearing 
from my line of sight. Which in turn made me look back on Leonard with a shocked 
expression. 

“Berserk my ass, that thing yelled Monster Hunter” 

“Well, whichever it might be, you're strong enough to wield the Dragonslayer.” 
Leonard earned a second punch from me with that comment. “Ouch, two in just as 
many minutes?” 

“I’m on high alert because a giant-ass hound or whatever seems to be 
tracking us! So yes I'm feeling punchy.” 

“If you make it a third, I’m using my water balloon spell as a spray bottle, and it 
will work because you're more cat-like now with those ears!” Just to nail the point 
home, he conjured up a small water sphere, and so in return | hissed at him and left. 

Not going to lie, though, my thoughts were occupied with the possibility of 
getting a sword and shield that would turn into a giant axe to deal with whatever that 
beast was... | might have had Empurrserker powers, but that didn’t mean | couldn’t 
get a tool to assist me in ass-kicking. Hell, I'd probably need it. 

A punch from me to that thing would probably feel like Félicie bapping your 
face with her slime paw after you make a bad joke. 
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Chapter 26 - Friends on the Other Side 


After having witnessed that thing prowling outside from far away, | was glad | 
had plans for the day after. And | was especially glad said plans didn't involve me 
having to walk outside, since | was definitely not ready to risk facing whatever 
horrible creature wanted to take a bite out of me. But | realised in that moment, there 
was somebody else | should ask to join me for the activities | had planned. 

So | made my way down to the basement. | hadn't really had contact with any 
of my neighbors, besides Leonard, since the incident. Which was definitely a shame, 
especially when it came to the resident basement dweller. | gave a quick knock to 
her apartment door, only for it to open up as if by ghostly force. 

Félicie was floating in the middle of the room, in slime blobcat form, 
surrounded by elemental spheres circling her, as if she was the sun and they the 
planets. She had her eyes closed, but the moment the door opened, so did they, and 
she gave me a quick wave with her paw. The spheres disappeared as she gently 
settled on the ground. “Hey, Lily!” 

“The hell kind of Avatar: the Last Airbender stuff was that?!” | let out, my voice 
pitched higher in amazement and amusement. 

“| kiiiinda finished the entire set of kitten witch books in a week. Honestly, why 
don't we normalize making learning just as fun for adults as it is for kids? Erm, my 
point is, | was just messing around.” Félicie shifted from her blob form into catgir| 
form. “Is there something | can help you with, or did you just come to say hi?” She 
stretched out, yawning in the process. 

“Well, | met this really cool angel fae trans witch, and she’s running a support 
group for trans descendants, so | figured hey, why not let the catgirl who lives in my 
apartment complex know about the whole thing and invite her?” | gave Félicie an 
awkward smile, and her eyes lit up in excitement. 

“How long have you known this cool trans witch for?” Her tail was flicking 
around full of curiosity, 

“About a week? She’s great, she even makes transition potions for us.” Féli 
slithered towards me rapidly. | didn’t see her use her feet. One moment she was in 
the middle of her apartment, the next she was in front of me, giving me star eyes. | 
could perfectly picture the spring noise from the movement. 

“Please introduce me!” With a giggle, she bounced over to her table, grabbing 
the twelve tomes on it. “I’m giving these back to Leonard and then I’m getting lessons 
from the angel witch!” With her head held high in mock disdain, as if she was a 
spoiled joyful princess, she made her way out of her apartment and back within the 
span of two minutes. “Gonna have to wear clothes, though, sigh...” were the words 
that made me realise | had only ever seen Félicie naked. She bounced over to her 
wardrobe and got to dressing up, as | closed the door and turned around. 
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“You've been naked this whole time and | didn’t even register it.” | ran my 
hands across my face, both to give her some privacy and to express my feelings of 
stupidity. 

“I'm like a cartoon character, no details on this body,” Félicie called out from 
her wardrobe before walking out in a simple dress. 

“Cartoon furries generally have the girls wear clothes while the boys remain 
naked, though.” 

“I'm not furry, I'm slimy! Come on, show me where it’s happening!” Félicie 
grabbed my hand and got ready to walk out the door, but | pulled out the coin from 
Katka swiftly and stopped her in her tracks. Well no, not really stopped. She kept 
going for a hot minute as her arm stretched out like gum, before the realisation hit 
her and she got pulled back. The sound was like a whip striking. 

“You're the one acting like a Looney Toon. We just ring the coin and Katka lets 
us into her place with a portal.” To demonstrate, | flicked it. 

“This isn’t Lily’s beautiful house. But that’s definitely Lily holding a slime 
catgirl’s hand. Come on in.” Katka’s head poked out of the portal that had 
materialised in Félicie’s living room, inviting us through the portal with a wave of her 
hand. | crossed the threshold, rolling my eyes at her comment. “Right, Lily, if you’d 
introduce me to the friend you're bringing along.” 

“Oh, this is Félicie, she’s one of my neighbors, and one of the people Leonard 
awakened by accident.” | gestured in Félicie’s general direction. 

“Are you here to support Lily for her first meeting, or are you trans as well?” 
Katka turned to face Félicie, who grinned at her. 

“Trans as well! And | heard you brew transition potions. | want to learn how to 
do that!” She was giving her best pleading kitty eyes to Katka. She could murder 
someone and get away with it by using that expression. She could ask you for your 
kidneys and you'd give them to her. But | was pretty sure Katka would be able to 
withstand such an assa-- 

“Okay!” Katka was wearing the expression of someone who just saw a kitten 
stretch and yawn. Her voice was barely not baby speak. 

“Félicie, you have to teach me that; turns out I’m part cat too, see?” | pointed 
to my ears and flicked them around to nail the point home. Félicie just gave my face 
a bap with a paw. A big-beaned bappy paw out of slime. 

“Do you have more books on magic, by any chance?” She was still giving 
Katka the pleading eye look. Which | could only see because her paw was ever so 
slightly transparent. 

“| can show you my lab after the meet-up. Come on, let me introduce you to 
everyone.” Katka led us to a sizable room in her house. Made me wonder if this one 
was permanently there, or only got summoned for the meetups. There was a table 
with snacks and drinks on it, surrounded by about ten people. Changelings and 
Nephilim and Nihilim, all mingling together. Oh, and a dragon head sticking through 
the door. | was certain there was a good story to that. “Hey everyone, say hi to the 
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two newbies! This is Lily, trans girl using she/her pronouns, hatched very recently so 
try and be gentle.” Katka grabbed my shoulders while introducing me, so | gave an 
awkward wave. “And this is Félicie, who | wasn’t expecting so I'll need her to do her 
own introduction.” Katka scratched the back of her head, a slight smile on her face, 
unsure how to approach my... could | call Félicie my friend yet? Felt a bit too early. 
But let’s go with it anyways. 

“Hi! Yes, I'm Félicie, I've known I'm trans for a while, but the slime cat girl bit 
was a little surprising. | didn’t expect to become my online avatar IRL.” She gave a 
quick wave as well, definitely more enthusiastically than me. 

“Right, with that, let me introduce you to everyone else. Who should | start 
with...” Katka tapped on her chin in contemplation, looking at the crowd in the room, 
so | cleared my throat. 

“I’m gonna sound offensive, probably, but what’s up with the dragon head?” | 
tilted my head towards said head, who huffed a bit. 

“My name’s Sarah. And | can’t fit more than my head in this room.” Sarah 
turned her nose up, and stuck her tongue out with a giggle. “You can’t see it, but I’m 
waving hello.” 

“Yeah, Sarah is a delight, but she can’t really shrink down, so this is how we 
accommodate her. Right, next person to introduce! The nervous looking girl with a 
solid halo of sticks is Heather, this is her third time here. Lotta preconceived notions 
we're slowly getting out of her head.” Katka pointed to Heather, who hid further in her 
coat with a yelp, before continuing to stim with a rosary. “The Galadriel-looking gal 
who is desperately trying not to stim with her wings and who's wearing live butterflies 
as a tiara is Starsong. Is there a femme version of edgy? Because Starsong is that. 
And she’s very nice. And isn't bothering anyone with her stimming, so go ahead and 
do it, ya silly faerie.” Katka rolled her eyes at Starsong, who stopped holding it in and 
flapped her dragonfly wings. 

My gaze then fell on something | wasn’t sure | was hallucinating. A satyr girl 
had a furby in her lap. But not a furby toy. A living one, she was currently gently 
holding the furby’s toes as it giggled in her lap. “Am | high or is that a living furby?” 

Katka, as a gracious host, quickly answered. “Oh yes, that’s Snurt. They're a 
sweetheart, as well as Red’s support animal.” She flew over to Red to give Snurt a 
quick chin scratch. “| would advise against hurting Red. People’s unease around 
furbies is instinctual. The body remembers what they can become when their loved 
ones are hurt.” 

“Okay... are there any other toy pets that are based on real life Fae Realm 
creatures, or just furbies?” It really opened Pandora's Box on what one could find on 
toy shelves and in the wild. Shit, were Mogwai real? 

“If we include plushies and figures in the toy pets category, well, Sarah is right 
there.” Katka gestured towards Sarah to nail her point home, who nodded to help 
with the visual aid. “Right, next up is Rachel! Don’t let the horns and tail fool you, she’s 
a changeling with shapeshifting powers.” 
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“| just really like this form, it’s comfortable,” Rachel said, grabbing her tail to 
hug, making me understand her feelings exactly. 

“The slime enby doing mimicry of everyone's features is Eiren.” Katka tilted her 
head to a blue slime person, who was currently shifting a pair of horns on their head 
into cat ears, as they smiled and waved at Félicie. “Then there’s Solana; don’t let her 
flowery appearance deceive you, she is one dommy flower. | hope you don't have 
anyone tied up at home right now, Solana!” Katka accusatorially pointed to the plant 
girl, who simply giggled, daring us to guess. “And the girl who brought her own 
writhing chair of tentacles is Jackie. You should be wearing chainmail gloves near 
her, she is extremely edgy.” 

“Hey!” Jackie shot back, getting off her chair of tentacles, before she sat down 
with a pout, as Katka had been too precise in her attack. 

“Oh oh oh!” Katka quickly shot over to me, before she dragged me over to a... 
familiar-looking demon. Their skin tone was lighter than the individual they reminded 
me of, but it was still like matte steel. Their horns were like rams horns, and their neck 
and bust and wrist and ankles covered in... “Lily, this is Jo, they're a descendant from 
Odionyx, so that makes you kind of cousins, in a long roundabout way.” Katka held 
both mine and Jo’s shoulders, smiling ear to ear. 

“| can see you staring. Yes, it’s steel wool. I’m a metal sheepy. Baaaa.” Jo’s 
bleat was absolutely adorable, and | wanted to give them a hug at that moment. So | 
opened up my arms to offer one. 

“Cousins?” | asked, ready to receive a hug. 

“Cousins.” They hugged me back, and | was surprised to find their wool felt 
softer than freshly dried sheets. 


The support group had really helped. They were all a bunch of sweet dorks 
with loveable quirks. We ended up playing the newest version of Quiplash for a bit, 
along with Pretend You're Xizzy. It took a while before we got to the actual support 
part of the support group, talking about stuff that was bothering us, or that we 
wanted to work on. And once that was done, we enjoyed some cake and left, Katka 
portaling us home. Unfortunately, my return was immediately ruined by the fact | 
could see the beast outside, watching this place, before it ran off again. Almost all 
the hard work Katka and her friends had done to calm me down and bring me down 
to Earth had become in vain. Almost all of it. The rest would be undone by what 
followed. 

There was a knock on the door of my apartment. Methodical, mechanical, 
practiced. As if performed by a robot masquerading as a human. Which was racist 
towards the Al's, now that | think about it deeply. The Als were nowhere near THAT 
mechanical. | was starting to suspect who it could be, but | hoped it wasn’t the case. 
With a deep breath and a quick glamour casting, | opened the door. 

“Good afternoon, miss. I’m Arthur Donnellan. | believe this apartment is the 
residence of one Peter Donnellan. | would like to speak with him, as his father.” 
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Chapter 27 - Cherry Bomb 


Kill Bill sirens went off in my head. He just had to show up at the worst of times. 
| was having a good day and he simply had to show up and ruin it with his pure 
presence. The temperature in the room dropped the moment | opened that door. He 
was standing in the doorway, completely still, his eyes fixated on me. His suit 
pressed, as if it was never worn until that very second. His hair cut short, greying at 
the temples. No being in existence could stand as still as he stood, and | was pretty 
damn sure real living gargoyles existed by now. It didn’t even look like he was 
breathing. | had to come up with something to get him to leave and hopefully never, 
ever return. A convincing lie he’d fall for. A reason to kick him out. | was spending too 
much time thinking. It would be awkward if | didn’t do anything. And changing into 
human form was not an option. 

Especially considering | had chugged the potion from Katka three days ago 
during lunch. The changes happened over the span of an hour, and by the end of 
them my human form had three very generous months of HRT behind it. Something 
that would take too much effort to hide. The silence was getting oppressive. “He is... 
unavailable, right now. He’s having a meeting with one of his professors.” My internal 
monologue consisted of chanting ‘Please Leave’ in progressively higher mental 
volumes. Have you ever screamed so loud you became no longer audible? Bad thing 
about mental screaming, there is no such ceiling there. 

Dad reached within his suit and took out his phone. “Very well then. | shall 
inform him of my presence and wait here for his return.” His tone was colder than a 
freezer in Siberia plugged outside. He typed out a message with the uncanny 
precision and speed of a machine, and within moments my phone buzzed with the 
text from him. He almost raised his eyebrow in curiosity. Almost. | probably wouldn't 
have caught the microsecond twitch of it if it wasn’t for my better senses. Had | 
considered blocking his number in the past? Yes. Had | decided that doing so would 
lead to him showing up unannounced, as he had just done? Yes. “In the meantime, 
may | inquire who you are and what your business with my son is?” My business with 
your son, Mister Donnellan, is to try and forget him, as | am said child you're currently 
actively misgendering. You know, he was talking the same legalese Gel had spoken 
when we summoned them. But Gel had emotions evident in their soeech, even when 
they were speaking calmly and collectedly. My dad had absolutely none of that. 

“Oh, I’m Lily. I’m... a friend of his, he’s letting me stay here for some time.” | 
grabbed my phone, to confirm the text from dear old Dad. Yup, there it was. | sent a 
text to May, hoping she’d arrive soon enough. Dad looked around the apartment. A 
normal shitty dad would be scowling by now, probably. But he was looking it over as 
if he was a camera in the shape of a person, taking it in without really responding. 

“He's letting you stay here, when his only sleeping arrangement is a single 
bed, barely big enough for himself?” Dad had let himself in by that moment, as he 
now stood in the middle of the apartment. It was as if the room had lost all life the 
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moment he was in it, as if the shadows grew thicker and longer. Yet | was certain he 
wasn't magic. “Is he meeting with a professor because your presence here has 
made him slip in his studies?” He turned to me directly. What a dumb question, 
especially since | was acing all my classes. But his dismissive, cold stare was boring 
into me like an icepick during a lobotomy. Okay, that was a terrifying allegory, but 
that was the energy that gaze gave off. “Are you, by chance, more than his friend, as 
you so claimed? Has my son been neglecting his academic pursuits, frivolous as they 
may be with the degree he is pursuing, by sleeping with you?” He had stepped closer 
to me by that point. He smelled of cheap cologne that definitely had a 
hard-to-pronounce name and was cheaper than a French fry off the sidewalk. 
Luckily, his intimidation tactic wasn't as effective now. He used to be much, much 
bigger than | was. But | wasn't ten anymore. | was, in fact, somewhat taller than him, 
even without the boost from my boots. His blunt, direct question whether | was 
fucking myself helped me relax somewhat. And so | snorted and laughed at the 
absurdity of it. A sound | was certain he had neither made nor heard in his life before. 
I'd never had a reason to laugh when | was living with him, after all. 

“Oh, that’d give him a massive Oedipus Complex, wouldn't it.” A record 
scratch sound went off in my head. Shit. Fuck. | screwed up. He hadn’t called it out. 
But now | brought attention to it. To the fact | looked like Mom when she was my age. 
He gave me a look over, as if he was reading the nutritional values on the side of a 
cereal box. 

“You do resemble his mother, yes. Uncanningly so. But you haven’t answered 
my question, Lily. Are you sleeping with my son?” He had his hands behind his back, 
as if standing at attention. He would have been bending over to make himself look 
taller, had | been much shorter than him. But he had to look up into my eyes. 

“That question is extremely inappropriate, Mister Donnellan, and | think you 
should leave.” | started clenching my fist, getting ready to deck him if he refused. He 
noticed it. 

“| have every right to be here. This is the residence of my son. | believe you 
should be the one taking your leave. | will not have him become a failure due to a 
woman's influence. His mother’s death only benefited him.” 

lam fairly certain you can imagine the cracking sound of when | finally 
accepted that | was a girl. Imagine a similar sound, amplified. Instead of a shell 
breaking, it was glass shattering. Dad’s words stung deep. Deeper than they had any 
right to sting. | was going to have to write an apology letter to May for not leaving any 
dad for her to fuck up. | was not taking his shit any longer. 

With my fists clenched, | looked down at the ground, breathing a long, angry, 
growly breath out my nose. The door had been left open until that very moment. But 
with a quick extension of my will, it slammmed shut, loudly locking it, along with all the 
windows. A simple spell, probably existing so the succubus doesn’t have to leave the 
bed to make sure her and her target have privacy. His response was to stoically look 
around, as if a scene from a horror movie was the most usual thing in the world. | 
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looked up, and stared directly into his eyes. “I think you will find, Dad, that it is difficult 
to fuck oneself with their own equipment.” His eyes narrowed at me. Finally, an 
emotional reaction. “Surprise, my full name is Lily Sadie Donnellan. Although at this 
rate, I'll take Mom’s name once more. I’m not your prized son, but your precious 
daughter. And you should not have talked shit about Mom.” He cleared his throat. 
Really, one sentence and | was getting to him? After years of treating me like a Gil. 
Joe he could pose and mold into what he wanted? 

“| thought | had purged all delusions out of your head, son. | made clear my 
intentions for your path in life. | swallowed my pride when you, as an adult, chose to 
pursue a different academic field than what was laid out for you. But | will not have 
you lie to yourself.” He was almost talking through clenched teeth, almost. There was 
a detachment in his voice, like someone hovering over the Big Red Button, about to 
press it in retaliation. His next sentence sounded as if he had just smashed said 
button. “And you WILL address me as Father.” He reached out for me, and | shoved 
him back, making him fall on the ground. He wasn't expecting me to fight back. He 
was too used to having power over me. Not anymore. 

“No. | will not address you as Father, Daddy Dearest. You don’t deserve it. Not 
after leaving me so scarred for life it took waking up with tits to realise I’m a girl. | 
definitely wouldn’t have accepted it without help from dear Grandma. And do you 
know what else | got from her?” | undid my glamour. Slowly, carefully. My skin shifting 
in hue to candy red. My horns extending out of my skull inch by inch. My tail snaking 
out from underneath my skirt. And, just to sell it, my wings bursting from my back, 
unfurling. There was shock in his eyes. | stepped forward, bending over him. “My true 
heritage. She only has daughters, you see, and that is something you nor anyone 
else can undo. Even though | have to say, your attempt had a lot of effort put into it. 
Locking me in a prison cell of a room, shaving my head, destroying any games or 
books | got for myself? Treating me like a good grades dispenser?” | grabbed him by 
the chin, to pull him up somewhat. “You know, | would have just kept pretending to be 
a friend of mine. | would have bored you out, lied about my deadname taking too 
long, pretending to text myself to get someone in here to make you leave. Which, to 
be fair, | did text Grandma." | lifted him off the ground, holding him in the air with ease. 
“But you just had to mention Mom, didn’t you. You couldn’t help your misogynist self. 
You just HAD to insult her.” There was a crackle to my voice, like the sound of a 
fireplace. | could see sparks fly out of my mouth when | spoke, as if it was a furnace. 
There was a warmth in my throat, and a subtle smell of smoke. His expression got 
more and more frightened by the second. “! already sent a channer to Hell. And | will 
not have you disrespect my mother, you piece of shit sperm donor.” | punched him, 
my fist engulfed in the paw-shaped gauntlet of hellfire. The impact of the hit was 
extremely satisfying. The pressure of the hit connecting, the singeing on his face from 
the hellfire, the noise it made. | swear | heard the sound of thunder when the punch 
landed. The sound of thunder, followed by rapid footsteps on the stairs. Which 
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resulted in loud banging on my door, with a familiar voice calling from the other side 
of it. 

“Lily, Lily are you okay in there?! What's happening!?” Leonard sounded 
panicked. Not surprising, considering he was also a target for the beast, by the looks 
of things. | snapped with my free hand, the door unlocking and swinging open. | left a 
mental note for myself to look into all the magic | could do now. 

“Leonard, may | introduce Arthur Samael Donnellan. My Mother’s chosen 
sperm donor, and the man who abused me for nine miserable years of my life.” | 
headbutted my dad right in the nose, breaking it in the process, and blood flowed out 
of it right away. The crack was extremely satisfying, as was the complete lack of 
head pain from doing that. | let go of him and let him drop on the ground, where he 
sat, holding his nose and hissing through his teeth. “That was for shaving my head. 
You do not deserve to be the parent of any child, ever again. I'll make sure you can't 
be.” | stomped on his crotch, hard, my steel toed boots coming down on him like a 
hammer on an anvil. | definitely heard the sound of something popping, like grapes in 
a hydraulic press. “THAT was for NOT LETTING ME SAY GOODBYE TO THE ONE 
GOOD THING IN MY LIFE. WHAT KIND OF BASTARD DOESN'T LET A KID SAY BYE 
TO THEIR DYING PARENT IF THE CHANCE IS THERE?” | kicked him in the ribs. 
“REFLECT ON YOUR FUCKING ACTIONS, YOU MASSIVE SHIT.” 

“You're gonna be a failure.” He spit some blood out, and pulled the 
handkerchief from his suit to hold it against his nose. “Just like your uncle, with his 
delusions of womanhood. | thought keeping you away from him would curb your 
thoughts. It obviously hasn’‘t. | should have had you see a counselor.” | shot a quick 
glance at Leonard, who was watching the scene unfold with awe. 

“Good to know | have an aunt out there who might not be shit. Now shut up, 
Daddy. You're in my world now. Not your world.” | gave him a wicked grin, excited 
about my reference. “And | got Friends on the Other Side.” 
up my reference. And damn, he had some pipes on him. My eyes felt warm. | 
remembered a sensation | was getting used to by now. And | remembered where | 
wanted dear old Dad to land. A portal opened behind him, accompanied by a loud 
roar. Only powerful beings get transportation noises, so hooray for me. Through it, | 
could see the top of the Ziggurat. The landing spot of Hell. A familiar many-eyed 
bronze face stood there, looking up, confused. | kicked my father through. 

“Early Delivery, Bournie! Fuck him up for me, please!” | yelled through the 
portal, just before it closed, and | collapsed on the ground right after, exhausted, 
laughing. Leonard quickly ran up to me and held me comfortingly. “I just sent my dad 
to Hell. | have just legitimately, for real, one hundred percent sent the man who 
nutted into a glass so that | could be born, to Hell.” | was laughing in the same 
hysterical way | had laughed when | first woke up as Lily. 

“He deserved it.” Leonard comforted me with a headpat, and my laughter 
turned into sobs and tears. 
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“| sent him to Hell. He can’t hurt me anymore. He can’t hurt anyone anymore...” 
Leonard pulled me closer, so I’d be crying into his shoulder. “I can't believe you 
helped me with the Princess and the Frog reference when | sent him there!” 

“| spent a week in New Orleans while training; Master liked the movie enough 
that he had me watch it. And the song is great.” | could feel him shrug, so | just rolled 
my eyes at him. We stayed like that for some time, until | was out of tears, and so with 
a sigh, | pulled back, looking at him through teary eyes. 

“That's one monster dealt with... Now how do we take care of the other one?” 
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Chapter 28 - Who let the Wolf out? 


“WHERE'S THE SPAWN OF SYPHILIS?” May had burst into the room ten 
minutes after Dad got sent on his ‘pleasure’ trip. Her steel toed boots had spikes on 
the toe, just like her leather jacket had on her shoulders, and her gloves had on the 
knuckles. She was looking like the modern-day version of an adventurer clad in 
studded-leather armor. She almost threw Leonard off to the side as she slid on the 
floor towards me to hug me, almost. She controlled herself enough to just hold his 
face and gently nudge him off to the side. | pointed down on the ground. “He’s in 
Leonard's apartment?” May asked; | shook my head to reply, still pointing down. She 
scratched her chin before her next question. “Félicie’s?” | shook my head again. May 
gasped. “Wait, you don’t mean... but | don’t see a body? Or charred ground.” | 
snorted a bit, the way you do when you're feeling down but someone says something 
silly and you can’t help but laugh. Realisation dawned on her. “You sent him to Hell. 
Flesh and Bone. Alive.” 

“With a broken nose and ground nuts,” | managed to get out, my voice still 
kind of raw from crying. Leonard was standing off to the side, looking awkward, 
unsure whether to join the hug or comment on the situation. May’s spikes weren't 
helping make that decision easier. “Do they all pop like grapes when you stomp 
them?" 

“Eh, [have a lot of experience kicking fuckers in crotches, but never hard 
enough to make them bust a nuf, so | can’t say.” May shrugged a little bit, and helped 
me stand up, summoning a handkerchief to wipe my face with. “Runny mascara 
goth look doesn’t work that well with you. Leonard would pull it off better.” 

“If | decided to start a band, maybe. Hi, Ms. Lugubra.” Leonard awkwardly 
waved, the tension in the room easing up. That lasted for a good three seconds, right 
up until Leonard's gaze turned to look out the window. “Oh fuck, the beast is staring 
again.” His shoulders slouched big time, and May, confused about what he meant by 
beast, turned to look the direction he was looking. She was currently glamoured up, 
but her eyes broke through the glamour. 

“You have a Fae Wolf stalking you?” She turned to face Leonard and |, looking 
between the two of us. “What the fuck did you two do that you have a Fae Wolf 
stalking you?” Leonard and | shrugged in unison while looking at each other. 

“| haven't even left the apartment except for school. The Question started 
offering delivery for our apartment building for lunch menus, so | didn’t have a reason 
to go out,” was my reply, which | accompanied by pointing to the take-out boxes that 
were starting to slowly pile up. 

“And alll did was go to the bookstore to grab new tankobons. Ranma 2 in 7 is 
wonderful and | can’t believe it took them so long to adapt it into a manga from the 
original fanfic.” Leonard walked over to the window, staring down the Fae Wolf, as 
May called it, from afar. “So | have no clue what reason a... Fae Wolf? would have to 
go after us, or to stalk this place.” 
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“Right, so you just suddenly have a calm friendly giant puppy of a creature 
that doesn’t leave its den and loves making friends hunting you. For no reason 
whatsoever.” May held her face and rubbed the bridge of her nose, sighing. 
“Leonard, | hope you have bestiaries or similar so | can show you what you're dealing 
with.” She took off her jacket and hung it up, before proceeding to exit my apartment 
so as to reach Leonard's, who rushed right after May to make sure she could enter. 
My knees still felt a bit too weak from the confrontation, from facing my dad, resulting 
in me needing to crawl to my bed so | could use it as a support to stand up. With an 
annoyed sigh, | followed. 


“You have every single Monster Guide for D&D, but not a single legitimate 
bestiary?” May was gesturing at Leonard’s bookshelves in frustration. 

“In my defense, | never expected I'd have to pick up monster hunting to 
protect myself.” Leonard raised his finger and his point, earning an eye roll from May. 

“Okay, fine, | grant you that one. Are you finding any in the library site | gave 
you, or are you scrolling through furry forums?” May picked up a book from one of the 
stacks. “Oh wow, | thought this edition of Portal Problems was out of print. You mind if 
| borrow it? | really like the Kazuki Takahashi-like illustrations in it done as a gag on 
the whole Alternate Egyptian Cat Pharaoh Possessing a Trans Girl Egg plot.” 
Leonard waved his arm in May's direction, in a ‘sure, now bugger off’ gesture, you 
know the type. May put the book aside, obviously intending to take it with her when 
she left, right as Leonard yelled out. 

“Got one! | think. Why do they all have to have weirdass names instead of like 
Fae Realm Bestiary, 2080 edition?” He turned his laptop screen to May and me, 
which currently showed an e-book by the title of The Fantastical, Baffling, Incredible 
Living Organisms Found Within Spaces Beyond Mortal Understanding’ Author 
Nicholas Edward Raymond Danielson Ill., Esquire. What a N.E.R.D. 

“Oh fucking hell, you found his book. Nick was SUCH an insufferable prick, all 
‘I'm gonna be a great adventurer like Cook and Columbus and such!’ after World 
War I, and he managed to rope me into his bullshit. At least his illustrations are 
accurate, even if the book reads like a cooking blog.” May grabbed Leonard's laptop 
and swiftly scrolled through the tome to find the page describing our adversary. 
“Here we go, Fae Wolf, or as Nick called them: The Unbelievable Chimera of a Wolf, 
Hare, Mole and Bird. Dude had access to fucking Tolkien and he didn’t even bother 
workshopping the names with him.” May shook her head and let Leonard and me 
read the page at our pace. 

| wouldn’t have included Mole in my description of the creature. Its basic 
shape was that of a giant wolf, but with important differences. The fur on its neck 
wasn't fur, but a plume of feathers, capable of hardening and sticking out like a 
shepherd's collar. That's a collar with spikes shepherd dogs are given to protect 
them from attacks. The Fae Wolf's front legs appeared strong, beefy, closer to bear 
paws than wolf ones, with sharp claws to render flesh into bits. So far, 
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understandable. But its hind legs? Those were made for leaping. Comparatively 
skinny when considering its front half, they really evoked the idea of a hare. Or no, 
wait, a different creature. A much smaller creature. It’s hind legs made me think of a 
jerboa. Perfect for long leaps forward to catch their prey. Which also somewhat 
explained their tails. Big, bushy, but capable of fanning out somewhat to form more 
of a bird tail to help with said leaps. All in all? My reference to Monster Hunter was 
accurate. “| need to get a Charge Blade. Are those something we can get?” | looked 
to May, who held back a snort. 

“Nobody's figured out the mechanics of one yet; sorry, Lily. Still, it makes no 
sense for one to be going after you. Despite the description and their attributes, 
they're big sweet softies that don’t realise their size.” May began pacing around the 
room, you could almost see the smoke coming out of her head from thinking so hard. 

“| mean, Lily sent her dad to Hell today, but isn’t there another guy with 
personal reasons who’d want to mess with your family?” Leonard proposed, which 
made May stop for just long enough to make it concerning, before she continued her 
pacing around the room, having shifted to a distinctly more worried step. 

“No way, Khazmiel couldn't have found this place. He could have followed my 
trail to Katka’s place, sure, but the tattoo covered my scent from him after that. He 
couldn't have followed it to... here...” She stopped, and stared straight ahead. Her 
gaze was a million miles, her lips trembled, just before she raised her hand to her 
mouth in worry. “I stopped being the strongest source of my scent, but what was 
protecting Lily from being tracked was you fucking up the ritual, Leonard. But when | 
awoke her properly, she became the strongest source of my scent. And we spent a 
night in your apartment before getting you the tattoo. We took a long way to Katka’s 
house as well, through Wisteria Way. He must have tracked the scent to this 
building.” May quickly ran over to me, holding my shoulders, panic in her eyes. “Lily, 
you need to hide. If he somehow got a Fae Wolf to chase after you, then | have no 
clue what more he could be capable of. Even with three wings missing, he’s still 
powerful. And | can’t... | can’t...” Tears began flowing from her eyes, and she hugged 
me, tightly. “I can’t lose you too! | can’t lose you now! My heart broke once, | couldn't 
handle it shattering twice!” | hugged May back, gently stroking her hair to calm her 
down. 

“You won't lose me, Grandma. We can face him. We can face whatever he 
throws at us. We've got friends and allies. We've got people that care about us, 
who'd be glad to help.” | turned to Leonard, my gaze full of determination and 
dedication. “Leonard, we're cleaning your space up. | think it’s time for a little 
Neighbor Meeting.” 
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Interlude 7 - Teenagers 


Bournael was looking down at the parcel that had just been delivered to him. 
He wasn't even expecting an arrival. Nothing on the schedule indicated he’d have to 
show up to deal with the damned. No, he was getting some fresh air on the top of the 
ziggurat, as one does when one is a fallen angel reminiscent of a raven, when the sky 
broke, promptly followed by Lily kicking in something through the hole and yelling at 
Bournael. 

Honestly, he wished he had a mouth on this form, to take a sip of coffee from a 
paper cup. It felt appropriate to the situation that unfolded before him. If he tried to 
do so now, he’d just bonk the cup on the bronze mask and spill the coffee over 
himself. The man before him was still reeling from the fall, holding onto his ribs, an 
ominous red stain spreading on the crotch of his pants. With a sigh and a shrug, 
Bournie chose to forego the usual theatrics. “Alright, douchebag, welcome to Hell, let 
me get your file to Know what to do with you, you sorry lot.” With a single step 
forward, he was now holding Arthur Donnellan’s head in his bird claws, as Bournael 
extended his hand and his will out. “Sorry, this takes a minute.” 

Bournael stood there awkwardly in the same pose for exactly forty seven 
seconds before a file flew into his hand. He cleared his throat and opened the file. 
“Let's see, Arthur Samael Donnellan. Forty-eight years old. Unmarried. Biological 
father of Lily Sadie Donn-- oh no, wait, she’s abandoning that last name and claiming 
her mother’s last name of Dawncat. Handy that stuff changes in real time.” Bournael 
snapped his fingers, summoning some chains to hold Arthur down, stepping back 
while looking through the file. “Neglectful abusive parent ever since being handed 
legal guardianship of Lily. Oh wow, you didn’t let her see her mom in her final days? 
That gets you on my personal shitlist.” A page turn, a hum, two more page turns, a 
hiss. A tut and a headshake. “Right. You fucked up, Arthur. You fucked up royally. In 
fact, you fucked up so hard, you're not getting one of the established punishments. 
No.” Bournael lifted his hand and Arthur up, letting him hover before him. He moved 
so that he was inches away from Arthur’s face, blinking each of his eyes very slowly 
and meticulously in ag random order. “You, Arthur Samael Donnellan, are getting a 
Personal Hell. Let me prepare it for you.” With a quick tilt of his head, Bournael 
summoned a coffin to store Arthur in while he worked. Arthur didn’t get a chance to 
protest, with a ball gag in his mouth, his wrists and ankles bound, tossed into the 
coffin like a sack of potatoes. The lid shut and sealed itself, and Arthur, ever so stoic 
and emotionless, panicked. 

If he had the physical capability, he would have been banging on the lid of the 
coffin to be let out. With his wrists tied, that was impossible with the space he had. 
But it began getting even more cramped. Too tight for his large frame. But his frame 
shifted with the coffin. He was relieved to no longer feel the pain or wetness from his 
crotch. He was relieved his ribs no longer felt broken, only bruised. And when he 
could close his jaw at last, why, he was about ready to cry tears of joy. All expressions 
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of emotion he hadn't made since he was three years old. He was unsure how long he 
spent in that coffin, time seemed to have lost meaning. But he was surprised when a 
source of light showed up. Three thin slits, through which he could look out. Three thin 
slits that let him know he was no longer in a coffin. 

He was in a locker. 

He hadn't expected lockers to be roomy enough to fit him. Not long after the 
realisation had hit him, the door to his locker got opened and he was pulled out. The 
man who did so was dressed as if he was on the set of Grease, with the physique of a 
circus strongman, and Arthur? Arthur was looking up at him. He hadn't had to look up 
at people since he was thirteen. Everyone he encountered tended to be shorter than 
him. But the man who pulled him out was a giant. “Donnellan, how many times are 
you going to let Gordon shove you in the locker? Stand up for yourself, you damn 
coward!” the guy shouted at him before walking off, leaving Arthur to observe his 
surroundings. His surroundings of a school hallway. 

He knew he definitely shouldn't be in school, that he was way past school age, 
and so he began looking for an exit. And he did manage to find one, leading outside 
to an early autumn campus. He figured he could follow the main road until he found 
which city he was in, and then hitch a ride. Unless he was dreaming. He must have 
been dreaming. The situation was too crazy to consider. His son’s apartment must 
have had a gas leak or something that was making him hallucinate everything. 

And so he walked. He walked to the school gates, walked through them, and 
found himself staring at the back of the bleachers. Confused, he made his way over 
to the gates again, and found himself once more staring at the bleachers the 
moment he crossed them. 

“Yeah, you're not escaping, Arthur.” Bournael was leaning against the 
bleachers, currently presenting as an art-student looking individual. “Sorry, still 
working on populating the place. But I'll spoil the fun for you. Here, you're powerless. 
Systematically, socially, financially. You're a nothing and a nobody that will be a 
punching bag for the jocks. Marty McFly’s dad in the timeline where he never 
punched Biff. Except worse.” Bournael stepped forward and grabbed Arthur by the 
collar. “You're stuck as a Freshman, without a home to hide in and get an escape 
from the torture. Any attempt at getting help will be shot down and ignored. Nobody 
will want to be around you. An outcast. An easy target. Be glad | didn’t make it worse 
and change your body so that you’d be a trans man and would have to face 
transphobia and learn to understand dysphoria.” Bournael leaned forward, inches 
away from Arthur's face. “But I’m not as cruel as you. Enjoy your torture.” With the 
sound of flapping wings, and a small explosion of feathers, Bournael was gone, 
leaving Arthur alone. 

He hoped he would wake up soon. 

But, yet unknown to him, he’d never get to sleep again. 
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Chapter 29 - All around me are familiar faces 


“So, let me get this straight--” Josie began, before being interrupted by Robyn, 
who was enjoying herself sitting on the ceiling, looking at us upside down. 

“If you can.” 

“Shush, you,” Josie continued. “After screwing us all collectively over, and 
fixing your mistake, you want us to help you deal with this weird fairy wolf creature, 
that right?” She looked at Leonard, who wasn't doing too well from the confrontation. 

“It was Lily's idea and | fucked her over too.” Leonard tried to protect his hide; 
only time would tell whether his attempt was successful or not. 

“Dunno about you, but | personally find my new self a net positive, so if you 
need my help, go ahead!” Félicie was sitting on the table in blob form, a book in her 
paws: Self-Confidence Boosting Brews, or: How to make a coffee that'll remove your 
beard forever. Definitely going for the transition care alchemy. 

“Yeah, | know | freaked out about it originally, but being able to pick Diego up 
with ease has opened up a completely new dynamic for our relationship,” Amy 
contributed, sitting in her blue and buff form, shrunk down height-wise fo fit 
comfortably in a chair. That still meant she towered over everyone, but like a person 
instead of like a giantess. Human scale not Oni scale. “Plus, Grandpa is great and 
visits as much as he can. I’m up for helping.” Amy shrugged, which left Josie sighing. 

“You're gonna peer pressure Robyn into this, aren’t you.” Josie’s glare was 
that of a concerned partner. 

“They can’t peer pressure me into it, Jo. What | want to know is how I'd even 
contribute. I’m a flying snake, not a big buff oni or a slime catgirl or a fiery succubus 
or a powerful wizard.” Robyn shrugged on the ceiling. Seeing someone shrug while 
sitting upside down was kind of wild. 

“| wouldn't use Powerful Wizard to describe Leonard.” | finally joined the 
conversation, having left the pitching of the idea to Leonard, since | figured he had 
an air of the teacher’s assistant to him when it came to giving presentations. He did, 
but he also had the respect of one. 

“| wouldn't either. You all got awakened specifically because | craved power | 
didn’t have.” Leonard sighed. “And | needed to get humbled for my hubris. I’m 
working on accepting my flaws and working on getting better. Right, anyways, big 
wolf monster possessed by an angry evil angel. Show of hands, who is definitely 
helping?” Everybody raised their hands. Amy, Josie, Robyn, May, Me. Everybody, 
except Feélicie. 

“You said hands. These are paws.” She poked her tongue out, still in blob form, 
making Leonard roll his eyes before Félicie raised her paw too. 

“Thanks, everyone.” | cracked my knuckles. “Now let's plan this beatdown.” 


It was taking us a few hours. Enough that we ended up needing to order 
dinner from the Question. And we still had no plan. At least everyone's spirits seemed 
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to lift when Olivia delivered the food. Although she was quite surprised to see a 
collection of demons sitting around a table. 

“Greasy wizard fucked up the whole building?” was what she asked the 
moment she collected herself. 

“Greasy wizard is also present and took responsibility for his actions!” Leonard 
called out from his little huddle spot, where he was looking through demon logs 
online, trying to find out all our abilities. Olivia just put down the food on the table and 
left, shaking her head. We knew Amy had muscles and size shifting. That Robyn 
could fly. That Félicie could change her form and material, plus all the magic she’d 
taught herself. And my empurrserker abilities were explained to me by May, when 
she contributed to the conversation. As I'd been told before, succubi are creatures of 
emotion. We can influence others’ emotions to make them more or less intense as 
needed, and our emotions have powerful effects. She didn’t give me a spiel about 
controlling them. She gave me a different, more important lesson. 

Targeting. Feelings are real and valid. But you need to be careful not to lash 
them out and hurt innocent people in the process. Anger can be constructive. 
Despair can make you improvise. Determination? Oh, you don't want to mess with 
someone who is determined to fuck you up. 

Right, back to the problems at hand. With pretty much everyone except May 
untrained in their abilities, coming up with a plan was proving difficult. The best we 
could think of was to have Amy grow big enough to grab the wolf as it leapt, with 
Félicie turning herself effectively into handcuffs, while Robyn helped lift the wolf into 
the air. That would leave it contained, but would result in me not contributing in any 
way, and if Khazmiel was truly possessing the wolf, who knew what he’d attempt. So, 
we needed backups. As many as we could figure out. 

“Oh, this is helpful. | found info on Quetzals,” Leonard piped up, so we 
collectively turned to face him. “Robyn has wind powers. The wolf leaps a lot and has 
that tail to catch wind. What if... wind pressure to keep it from leaping?” 

“And then Amy grows building-sized and sits on it to make it stop moving,” | 
offered as the next step. 

“Consider the fact | don't want to get feather acupuncture from its neck 
feathers,” Amy pointed out, making me nod in agreement. 

“Right, those, we’d have to deal with those.” | was scratching my chin while 
humming. | barely registered Félicie closing her alchemy book so that she could 
scoot through Leonard's collection of tomes for something. She returned to the desk 
by stretching herself between it and the spot she was standing at, a book in her 
paws. So your loved one is possessed by an angel, or: How to block Gabriel from 
calling you for a crusade. 

“Do all magic books have such ridiculous naming conventions?” | rolled my 
eyes and sighed. 

“No, just this one publishing house. Everyone else tends to be more direct with 
their titling,” Leonard explained, as Félicie started flipping through the pages. 
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“Out, Damn Spot’. Forces angels out of those they're possessing, severing the 
connection. The angel can repossess the individual if further precaution isn't taken,” 
Félicie read out loud, before flipping further. “You said they're naturally friendly? So 
we'd just need to make sure the nasty angel doesn’t take over the...” Félicie 
grimaced. “...dog, again. And to keep it away from me. Am kitty.” 

“Right, yeah, makes sense. So we just have to contain it until you or Leonard--” 

“Definitely Félicie,” Leonard interrupted me, and honestly? He was right. He 
wasn't really up for this. 

“Okay, until Félicie casts the depossession spell, and then what?” | looked 
around the room, to see May shrug. 

“And then we wing it from there,” she contributed, which made all of us nod in 
agreement. 


We made sure everyone was in position. | was standing on the rooftop of the 
apartment building, wind dramatically striking me, my hair flailing around. | had 
changed clothes to be wearing shorts, a shirt, and a long vest, plus my stompy boots. 
If |was to be the martial artist of the party, | figured | oughta look the part. May was 
waiting out of sight, nearby, as we both planned to be bait for the wolf. 

| scanned the horizon for signs of the creature, until | saw it. The moment | did, | 
signaled May, who came out of her hiding spot, to join me by my side. 

| could tell the wolf had noticed us, the second it started leaping towards us 
across rooftops. With the knowledge the bait worked, May and | legged it. | hadn't 
been practicing flying whatsoever, and so we agreed we'd go for a jump and glide 
technique instead. | knew the wolf was gaining on us the second | caught a whiff of 
its smell. Wet dog didn't begin to cover it. It was closer to ‘Wet dog that got wet in a 
potion cauldron and is shaking in fear like a little mouse’. And if playing horror games 
had taught me anything, it was to not look back at the thing chasing you. Thus, May 
and | kept running. Our destination? The park outside of town. The others had gotten 
it cleared out by pretending it was needed for a movie shoot, to make sure civilians 
wouldn't be hit in the crossfire. 

What | wasn't expecting was to be taunted straight away. You ever seen one 
of the videos of huskies ‘talking’? Well, imagine that, but deeper and growlier and 
barely understandable. That’s how it sounded when the wolf yelled towards me and 
May. And what did it yell? “Meassael, Whore of Hell, | have you at last! You and the 
last of your spawn! You will not escape your judgement this time, like you did so long 
ago!” All | could think at that moment was ‘Wow. Millenia to prepare a challenge, and 
he goes for that.’ 

No effort to it. No creativity. Just a weakass insult and a declaration of murder. 
Why did the fucker plaguing my family have to be an idiot? | was kind of wishing Dad 
was the big bad in this situation. He at least had a creep factor to him. Which 
reminded me that | should check in with Bournie about how dear old Dad was doing. 
After | was done dealing with a possessed bus-sized dog, of course. 
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The edge of the park came into view, and May and | jumped right into it, 
landing with a roll and turning around, seeing the Dog leap for us. 

This was the arena. This would be where we freed the dog. This would be my 
third big fight. 

The night air was lit up through fists of hellfire. “Alright, you son of a bitch, | 
hope you like the smell of scorched fur.” 
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Chapter 30 - Watch the Princess Conquer 


The moment the wolf landed, he sniffed the air, breathing through his nose so 
hard, you'd think he was getting ready to huff and puff and blow a house away, 
before he looked around. Again, Khazmiel tried to talk through the wolf, unaware or 
uncaring about the fact its throat wasn’t built for that. 

“So you have the common sense to wash your filthy scent off yourselves. You 
can't hide from me now, whore and whore’s child.” He tried to laugh. The noise was 
horrible. Fun fact, hyena laughs are nervous laughs. His sounded nothing like those. 
He gave the air another sniff, before stopping right there, freezing like a deer in 
headlights, eyes widening in surprise. “How...” 

| didn’t give him time to finish the thought. It was time to begin the fight proper. 
With a swift flap of my wings, | jumped high into the air, higher than the treeline, as | 
reached into my pocket for the opening move. With a lean back, | threw who | was 
holding down, directly towards the wolf, yelling a phrase that definitely earned me 
facepalms from my companions hiding amongst the trees. “Pocket Amy!” 

The moment she left my hand, she grew from the size of a Polly Pocket to that 
of a giantess, all in the span of a second. It was like seeing dough rise, sped up. 
Combined with the momentum from the throw, her increasing weight added to the 
impact as she hit the wolf square in the snout, a crack echoing across the park. Her 
fall broke from the impact. She corrected herself, the ground shaking as she landed. 

“If Diego didn’t have a car, I'd use that so we don’t take up space on public 
transport.” Amy chuckled to herself, cracking her knuckles and her neck, before 
getting into a wrestler stance. Legs wide, arms opened up, preparing for the angriest 
hug. 

“Who do you think you are, interfering with my work?!” The wolf was rubbing 
his nose with his front paw, whimpering a bit. “If you stand in my way, you will fall just 
like the whore and her child!” He finished rubbing his nose, and positioned himself to 
leap forward. He was definitely expecting to topple Amy over with his leap, but she 
just grabbed him like Steve Irwin grabbed gators, giving the wolf a swift suplex. 

By that point, | had glided down, sneakily avoiding the wolf’s gaze as he 
focused on Amy, letting me divebomb him right in the stomach with a flaming fist the 
moment his back hit the ground. Once | impacted, he cried out, bending forward to 
the best of his ability, as if he was going to hurl. After he straightened out again, he 
growled. Amy quickly got the memo and let go, as the feathers on the wolf’s neck 
ruffled up, looking like layers of sharp swords. You ever seen a shark’s jaw, with all 
their teeth just there in layers? It was like that, but with sharp feathers. | leapt back as 
the wolf corrected himself, standing upright once more. 

Which made me remember, | forgot to signal everyone. | figured Pocket Amy 
would have been the signal, but | guess nobody figured she would suplex the wolf, 
which would have been a perfect opportunity to bind his legs with a slime catgirl and 
a flying snake. Now we'd need fo tip him over again. Such a shame he wasn't a goat 
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that'd get paralysed when spooked. | shook my head and ran forward, sliding right 
underneath him, punching up. My physical fist didn’t connect, but the fire fist flew out 
and up, hitting him in the gut. | jumped out of the slide into a sprint to get out of his 
direct reach, digging my hand in the ground to anchor myself, turning on the spot to 
face him once more. He growled at both Amy and me, and fanned his tail out, as if 
ready to jump. Instead, the wolf twisted on the spot, hitting Amy in the side with his 
tail. The hit sent her back a bit, and she clutched at her side, wincing. When she 
removed her hand, her shirt had a cut as if by a sword. Her side luckily wasn’t cut, 
only bruised. 

“This bastard’s got a sharp tail?!” | yelled out, which worked as enough of a 
signal for the rest of the crew to pop out, with Robyn flying up and above the trees, 
Félicie sliding next to me, and Leonard rushing after her. Well, rushing until he tripped 
over his own feet and slid the last few ones to reach me, the rucksack with supplies 
on his back moving forward once he stopped. “Good job, Leonard.” | considered 
helping him up in that moment, but truth be told, after witnessing the tail, he’d be 
much safer pretending to be a snake. | sighed and rubbed my eyes. “I want to go and 
fucking strangle Nick for not mentioning THE SHARP TAIL!” 

“That's not the only sharp thing I've got, child!” the wolf barked out, trying to 
make his maw smirk, unsuccessfully, before whipping his head around. A number of 
feathers flew out, burying themselves in the ground. The sound of them whizzing by 
was terrifying. | could hear one inches above my head and one going straight for me. 
| barely managed to avoid being skewered with a twirl to the left. Which had the 
unfortunate side effect of my ass clipping the edge of the feather, the back of my 
shorts cut somewhat. It had been so close, it was a miracle my underwear stayed 
intact, in all its striped weeby shimapan glory. 

Félicie, though? She stood near me in catgirl form, a feather going directly 
through her chest. She turned to me and gave me a smile, as if everything was alright 
in the world. Thus, | pointed towards her chest, and she looked down. “Oh, this is 
supposed to hurt, right,” was her response before she stepped to the side, her slime 
body sliding around the feather to free herself. Devil may remain stunned at her 
friend’s antics. Cats truly are liquid. 

“| didn’t think that would work,” Khazmiel admitted, surprising us all with his 
honesty. To be fair, this dude was so stupid he could not NOT be honest about his 
behavior. 

Amy picked up two of the feathers, twirling them around, a proper smirk on 
her face. “This is why you don’t throw weapons in a fist fight. Thanks for the 
self-defense lessons, Grandpa!” She swung one at the wolf, who just narrowly 
dodged back with a jump. That one quick jump back gave me an idea for how to 
proceed. | looked towards May, who had been largely holding back. | wasn’t sure 
whether she was watching us youngsters do all the work because she trusted us, or 
because hearing Khazmiel’s voice put her in a panic. But when our eyes met, that 
question got answered. Those weren't the eyes of a scared parent, but a proud 


144 


parent. | was sure she had gotten a similar idea to mine. At least | hoped so. | wasn’t 
going to shout the plan out where Khazmiel could hear it; the guy's brain cells were in 
the negatives, sure, but he’d be able to work past that handicap if | yelled out ‘Me 
and May will flaming fist uppercut him as he jumps back to make him somersault and 
land on his back, so that Amy and Robyn can feather pin him down and Félicie can 
cast Out Damn Spot.’ 

So | didn't yell it out, | turned to Félicie and Leonard, pointed at May and 
myself, made an uppercut move with my arm, and then | pointed to Robyn, who paid 
attention to me, so that | could gesture to the feathers thrown around, making a stab 
in the ground move, before pointing to Félicie and making jazz hands. 

Based on everyone’s responses, we should get together to play charades 
sometimes, because everyone got into position. Amy had been swinging at the wolf 
the whole time, who tried to fight back by smacking her with his sharp fan tail, turning 
around on the spot. Honestly, it was awesome seeing two giants fight like that, even 
though Khazmiel was being a massive idiot in that moment. 

You don't do cool spinny movements in actual sword fighting. That only works 
in movies and anime, because the fight choreographers have the people practice 
that fight to look cool to us. Strategically, it’s the dumbest fucking choice to turn your 
back to your opponent. Especially if that opponent is a big buff twin blade wielding 
blue oni lady whose nice top you've just ruined. 

|ran towards Amy, as did May, and we stopped near her. | poked her in the leg 
in one moment, and she shot a quick glance at me. And then another, and then 
another, switching between attacking the wolf and looking at me. | had to act fast. So 
| did; | made an upwards swinging motion. Amy gave a quick nod, and swung. The 
wolf jumped into the air, curving back to avoid the upward swing, giving May and!a 
perfect opportunity to strike. And thus, we jumped up and punched. Unfortunately, | 
had hugely miscalculated. 

| forgot to consider May’s age and power in my math. She had millenia of 
training and generations worth of undiluted demonic blood coursing through her 
veins. She was used to her power. | had only unlocked mine. 

So it was no surprise that when she jumped up, it left a dust cloud behind her, 
the smallest impact crater underneath where she had stood, and that her fist 
connecting with the wolf at that angle wouldn't turn him over onto his back. No, it put 
him into a spin. A spin that sent him a few dozen feet into the trees, Knocking a few of 
them over. A spin which he managed to correct and get himself out of with his tail. A 
spin which gave him a great leaping distance. | could see him limp somewhat as he 
corrected himself, but it was off. The limp was obvious, but he tried to move the leg as 
if it wasn’t injured from the multiple tree impacts. There was a fight there. The wolf 
didn't want to use it at all, it wanted to waddle away using three feet to then lick the 
wound and rest. But Khazmiel wouldn’t let it. And thus, he made the foot touch the 
ground, as he prepared himself to leap forward towards us. 
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It was in that moment | noticed our non-pretend snake move into a precarious 
position. As Khazmiel jumped using the wolf's body, he flew directly over Robyn, who 
in the moment moved her arms as if she was pushing something. And what she 
pushed was the air beneath the wolf. Rapidly and violently. Instead of an easy glide 
towards us, Khazmiel was hurled in the air, flying further and further up. 

And from what my eyes gathered, that gave Félicie an idea. Quickly reaching 
into Leonard's rucksack, she pulled out a water bottle. With a swift stretch, she 
reached the spot the wolf was expected to land. An uncapped bottle of water later, 
she was busy turning the ground into quicksand. Robyn had flown up during the time, 
to keep juggling the wolf in the air. He was too high up for us to hear whether or not 
he was letting out some expletives. Eh, the guy was a zealot, there’d be a campaign 
to let him say fuck if people cared for his well being. Félicie soon gave the go ahead, 
giving Robyn the thumbs up, who then proceeded to switch the position and 
direction of her gusts of wind, sending the wolf down fast. Fast enough for Amy to 
break his fall with another uppercut. Since, if he had kept falling at that speed, the 
quicksand would have behaved like solid concrete during the impact. 

A fun fact to teach Robyn once she reached us, | supposed. Khazmiel snarled 
at us as he began sinking into the sand, yapping, desperately trying to get himself 
out, and only managing to bury himself further and further. 

With him in the ground, everyone got within sight of him. The moment Leonard 
appeared, Khazmiel stopped thrashing around. He looked as if he was trying to 
frown. | did a double take between Khazmiel and Leonard, confused. “What, do you 
smell his fursona on him or something, you son of a bitch?” | gestured towards the 
wolf and Leonard in quick succession, awkwardly smiling. “You gonna start yapping 
at the puppy invading your territory?” 

“Lily, please keep the bad jokes for after we get the source of your grandma's 
trauma out of ag puppy?” Leonard sighed, before he pulled out a piece of paper from 
the rucksack and handed it to Félicie. She double checked the page, handed it back 
to Leonard to hold up, and got to work. 

The exorcism of an angelic presence was way less dramatic than | thought it 
would be. Well, okay, it still ended up being a little bit dramatic. But considering that 
the steps of Out Damn Spot were ‘make a series of hand gestures while uttering a 
phrase, with said gestures ending with you slapping the target right on the cheek’, 
the fact it finished with your hand passing through the targets face and exiting the 
other side as it carried an aura of the angel out was hilarious, to say the least. You 
expect a ‘The Power Of Satan Compels You’ and it turns out to be a fucking bend 
and slap. The sound left an impression though, as did Félicie’s hand on the ghostly 
face of Khazmiel. And the moment the spectre had no point of connection with the 
wolf, it faded away, leaving behind a very hurt very confused very tired puppy that 
was stuck in a pit of sand and needed all the help it could get. 

“Hey, May, Leonard, is there a cleanup crew for these situations, or do we 
have to do it ourselves?” | asked, with both of them shrugging. At that very moment, | 
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received a text message from Bournael. It read simply ‘I finished cleaning up the 
flaming turd you left on my doorstep, you’re welcome.’ | wasn’t exactly sure what he 
meant by that, but | sent him a text back. A quick ‘Thank you? Could | ask for help 
dealing with a lost dog?’ 

| could almost hear the sigh in his reply of ‘Sure, be right there, Lily’. Now all | 
was missing was a cat to give sausage fo. Oh wait, no, Féli was right there. All | was 
missing was sausage to give to Félicie for a job well done on a hunt. 
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Chapter 31 - Dawncat & Donnellan 


“| can't believe your demonic ancestor managed to avoid being included in 
your files. | have no clue who could have had the kind of access to just erase it. 
Anyways, name’s Bournael; nice to meet you, Lady Meassael.” Bournie extended his 
hand towards May for a quick shake. She gave him a solid one, as if being 
interviewed. 

“Likewise, Sir Bournael.” May smiled, the handshake ended, and Bournie took 
a look at the damages to the park. 

“So that's tree repair, ground repair, feather collecting, and making sure the 
animal is fine, correct?” He turned to us youngsters in that moment, and | nodded. 
“So why the fuck did you ask a fallen angel for a favor instead of asking The 
Neighbors? Wait, nevermind, realised what | just said the moment the words left my 
beak.” Bournie was in his Danny DeVito-looking human form in that moment, and 
thus, no beak. Hell, he didn’t even have a beak usually. “And what the Hell, | was 
already up here doing a bit of cleanup, a much nastier cleanup than fixing up a park.” 
He pulled a revolver out of his coat. A gorgeous piece, covered in engravings, an 
obvious phrase inscribed on the barrel in a script | had no recognition of. | only 
figured it was a phrase from having seen similar firearms in movies and games. “You 
lot, go home.” Bournie gestured to May. “You, | never saw. And you, Lily, consider us 
settled, after what | pulled for you, in regards to the capitalist cannibal help you 
gave.” 

He made a shooing motion with his free hand at all of us, before he started 
blasting. | only caught a few glimpses of what the gun did. Whatever he ‘shot’ with it 
reverted to how it was before it got damaged. Like watching footage reverse in real 
life. The moment | got home and everyone split to their own apartments for the night, 
| just kicked off my shoes and fell into bed, face first, passing out the second my head 
hit the pillow. 


| was awoken by the indistinguishable sound of my phone vibrating on my 
nightstand due to a call. May had ended up spending the night at my place, not 
sleeping, just staying awake and watching the entry points, worried for my 
well-being. With a groggy slap | got ahold of my phone, answering the call. 

“Hello?” 

“Good morning, Miss; am | speaking with Lily Donnellan?” The voice on the 
other line was a guy with a tone | distinctly recognized, from having met Gel. 

“Yes, you are, for now. I’m planning on taking my mother’s last name, and will 
need to update that in the system. Lily Dawncat, after that,” | replied, or | hoped | 
replied, | was exhausted and wished fo just curl up and keep sleeping, unsure 
whether it was the cat demon aspects of me taking over, or whether | just was, deep 
down, a lazy girl. 
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“Noted, Miss Dawncat. My name is Colin Farther; I'm your father’s lawyer, and 
the executor of his estate.” | could hear Mr. Farther take a deep breath on the other 
end. “It is with a heavy heart that | must inform you of your father’s passing.” 

| burst out laughing in shock, scaring everyone, | could only imagine the 
expression on Mr. Farther’s face as | let out a guttural, loud, sudden ‘Ha!’ | collected 
myself. “Sorry, | just... | know, only the best about the dead, but he deeply hurt me as | 
grew up. How'd he... pass away?” Bournael, you genius bastard, you gave yourself a 
legal cover to keep him in Hell by declaring him dead. So he’d be enduring a 
deserved punishment forever! 

“It was suicide; he was found this morning by cleaning staff. Considering your 
admission of abuse, | doubt you had much contact with him recently.” Mr. Farther 
seemed to have both tensed up and eased up at the same time. As if he was trying to 
be gentle with me now, not for the sake of my dad, but for my sake. 

“Not really, no.” | considered for a second, whether to admit fo his visit, give a 
motive to Bournael’s faked death of my dad. And then the second passed, and | 
figured, what the hell, I’d go for it. “Well, he visited yesterday evening. Didn't 
recognize me. Thought! was my own girlfriend. Was a massive misogynist to my 
face, and then got transphobic when it hit him who | was.” | sighed, rubbing my arm, 
as | stood up off the bed, to walk around while admitting all this. “He couldn't really do 
much to me, though; neighbors were nearby, my downstairs one rushed up, city 
guard on dial, which made Dad leave. | guess he took the fact he’s got a daughter in 
the worst possible way.” 

“| see. Thank you, Miss Dawncat, I’m sorry for my client’s behavior towards 
your person.” The shift from calling Dad my dad to calling him a client was definitely 
for my sake. “Now, as executor of my client's estate, | need you, as one of his living 
relatives, to appear in my office. Would today be possible?” Mr. Farther worded that 
in such a way, it made me think | wouldn't be the only one in the office. 

“Yes, today would be possible.” | looked to May, who was still sitting in my 
apartment. “Is it okay if | bring a family member along?” 

“Of course it is, Miss Dawncat. Today at four pm, I'll email you the address. See 
you then.” | heard an email notification buzz right as Mr. Farther mentioned it. 

“See you at four, Mr. Farther.” | hung up, put my phone carefully on my desk, 
straightened myself out to the best of my ability. | took a deep breath, and with a 
smile | yelled out “Hell. Fucking. YES!” | could see May jump a bit in surprise from how 
loud | yelled that yes. “He’s officially fucking dead! Dad's officially dead! He’s not 
listed as missing from me kicking him into Hell! No investigation! Nothing of the sort! 
He’s fucking dead!” | started laughing hysterically, out of pure unbridled joy. “Oh, 
thank fuck I've got a therapy appointment tomorrow with Mrs. Fahrenheit, | need to 
talk sooocoo much shit out with her, holy fuck!” | leapt into May's arms for a hug, still 
laughing. | could start moving past all he had done to me after tonight. 
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Mr. Farther’s office was near the edge of town. It wasn’t huge, and he didn’t 
have a receptionist or secretary. It had the feeling of a well-used, well-liked lounge. A 
solid wooden table with a leather chair behind it, a leather couch opposite it, with 
armchairs on either side. A bookcase filled with books on law from many different 
eras on the side, and a door going off to areas unknown. | had the feeling Mr. 
Farther’s apartment was behind it. 

| was currently sitting on the couch, with May on the armchair besides me. The 
business suit she was wearing was stunning and perfectly tailored, giving her a 
no-nonsense vibe. As for myself? | was wearing a simple black dress and flats; | had 
to appear at least SOMEWHAT in mourning, despite my reactions during the phone 
calls. The sound of rustling papers could be heard from the adjacent room, when the 
door into the office opened. The woman who walked in could have walked straight 
off the set of a noir movie. Wavy brown hair down to the middle of her back, her dress 
tight and showing off curves one could easily get envious of, with legs for days. She 
gave off the vibe of a widow that had murdered her rich old husband for the money, 
and was hiring a detective to keep the trail off herself. As | said, noir movie set. 

“Doesn't speak with me for nine years and now | find out Arthur’s gone and 
hung himself. Stealing my idea, like the jealous little sibling he is.” The dame sighed 
and walked to the other armchair, slumping down on it. “Madeline Donnellan. Not 
that he’d ever admit it, but I’m Arthur's sister.” She looked to me and to May. “You 
know,” she began, “the last contact we had, those nine years ago? A phone call. 
Arthur calling me to let me Know he had a son, that he had custody of him, and that | 
wasn't allowed to see him, before he hung up on me.” She chuckled. “And | do not 
see any sons here. Does being trans run in the family or something?” 

“It actually does on my mom’s side. I’m Lily, Lily Dawncat.” | moved on the 
couch so! could shake hands with Madeline. 

“Not using the asshole’s last name?” Her handshake was sturdy but quick. 

“Not anymore, no,” | answered, which earned me a knowing nod from my 
aunt. 

“| get that, Lily. So who's the stunning butch sitting across from me?” Madeline 
turned her gaze to May. | swear, had Madeline been holding a drink, she’d have lifted 
the glass up along with her eyebrow, to toast May. 

“May S. Lugubra, I’m Lily's great-grandmother.” May got up, walking over to 
give Madeline a quick handshake as well. “Charmed.” 

“| hope you're not using virgin blood to keep your youth, because | sincerely 
doubt you’re anyone’s grandmother.” Madeline smirked, but only with her lips. Her 
eyes cast doubt towards May, who simply rolled her own pair. 

“That's family business that I'll leave to Lily to discuss with you, if she so 
chooses.” May moved back to her previous position, which was timed perfectly with 
Mr. Farther exiting the adjacent room, with a few papers in hand. He was a lean man, 
greying hair slicked back, suit blue and a bit too loose on him. He was missing the 
spikes and red dressed glasses wearing boyfriend, but add those and he'd look like a 
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real life Phoenix Wright. Hell, a localised live-action Phoenix Wright; it was subtle but 
his Japanese heritage was visible. 

“Ah, Miss Donnellan, glad you could make it, | trust you've had time to 
acquaint yourself with Miss Dawncat and Miss Lugubra.” He gestured towards me 
and May as he said our names before he sat down at his desk. “Apologies for the 
delay; | had to go through Mr. Donnellan’s Last Will and Testament so as to write a 
copy that didn’t deadname or misgender Miss Dawncat. At which point | realised | 
could just prepare bullet points of the entire thing to discuss with the parties present. 
And so | did that.” He pulled a paper out of the stack and handed it to me. “Here is a 
list of all the physical possessions he left you, based on what he had in his home and 
his office. Mark which of these you'd like to keep, and which you leave up to me to 
deal with.” 

The list wasn't long. Hell, most of it was a list of furniture. Just straight up 
furniture. No kitchen equipment besides cutlery. No decorations, nothing precious. 
His apartment was more minimalist than mine. | had a corner where all my furniture 
was put, but it felt and looked lived in. It was my space. My room at his place? A 
prison cell. Bed, desk, dresser, bookcase. No windows, no decorations, no posters, 
nothing that would make it mine, that would make it a place you’d want to stay and 
live in. |handed the paper to Madeline. “Auntie, | don’t think | need the dining table or 
the set of chairs in my apartment; you decide if you want anything.” 

She looked over the list, and | could see her mouth doing the movement for a 
spit take, just without an actual drink to spit. “Excuse my French, Mr. Farther, but 
Jesus Fucking Christ, Arthur, you lived like this?! Ikea model displays have more 
personality than this!” Madeline held her forehead. “The echo in that place must be 
insufferable.” She was right. Fuck, that’s why he had been so much more intimidating 
while | lived there. There wasn’t anything to absorb the sound in that apartment, and 
so his footsteps echoed as if in a large cave, making them more ominous than they 
had any right to be. “Yeah, no, | think this should all be donated.” She gave the paper 
back to Mr. Farther, who nodded. 

“Very well, with that, the only thing left is the matter of the apartment itself. Are 
you in possession of any real estate, Miss Dawncat?” Mr. Farther turned to me, which 
made me stop and think for a moment. 

“| have an apartment here in town, claimed for as long as it takes me to either 
graduate or drop out. There’s also my grandmothers’ place, which Mom gave to the 
city after moving all their possessions to her place. Which... 1 own now.” | steadied 
myself on the couch. “It... it never hit me until now that | own my childhood home. 
Mom and Dad were never married; he was a sperm donor, there wasn’t any 
intercourse involved.” 

“A virgin to the very end. I’m extremely proud of you dear brother. You 
masturbated into a test tube one time and managed to get a daughter to abuse out 
of it,” Madeline interrupted, pretending to toast with an imaginary glass. 
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“| don’t care what happens to Dad’s apartment; give it back to the city for all | 
care, I’m never stepping foot in that lifeless prison cell of a living space ever again.” | 
faced Mr. Farther head on, and he nodded. 

“With that, | believe our business is concluded. Miss Dawncat, Miss Donnellan, 
Miss Lugubra, it was a pleasure seeing you all, despite the unfortunate 
circumstances that brought us all together. | wish you the best.” Mr. Farther stood up, 
as did we all, shaking hands and leaving. The second we were out of the office, 
Madeline grabbed me around the shoulder. 

“I'm taking my niece out for dinner so we can all shit on Arthur's grave, and so 
that you tell me why your supposed great-grandmother looks half my age,” she said, 
looking towards May by the end. 

“What do you mean, half your age? You look twenty-five tops.” | raised my 
eyebrows. 

“Well, thank you, Lily. Yes, it’s true, HRT is magic and makes girls de-age, but 
that still doesn’t explain May, assuming she even told me the truth. Come on, girls, my 
car’s nearby, I’m treating you both to a Mourning Feast.” 
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Chapter 32 - Everybody wants to be a cat 


| was surprised that Madeline had taken us to a German restaurant. | was 
expecting Italian, or French, hell, possibly a sushi place based on her dress. But nope, 
she drove us down to a sizeable place named Knoedel and Kraut, or Dumplings and 
Kraut for people not versed in Central European cuisine, sat down, ordered herself a 
pint of beer and a wiener schnitzel, and let me and May pick what we wanted. The 
contrast of a brunette Jessica Rabbit chugging a beer out of a pint like it was her first 
drink of water in days was interesting. The moment she finished the beer, she 
slammed the pint down on the table with such force, | was worried she’d smash the 
glass! 

“Okay, Lily, sweetheart, darling, baby girl, my delightful niece.” Madeline 
began, leaning forward on the desk a bit. “On a scale from Cronos to Zeus, how 
fucking shitty was Arthur at parenting?” 

“Guy who ate his children due to a prophecy that they’d overthrow him, versus 
an unfaithful fuckboy deadbeat dad. Hmmm.” | held my cheek in contemplation, May 
shaking her head a bit at the question, with Madeline nodding at my answer. 

“Okay, good, you get where | was going with the options.” Maddie eased in her 
chair a bit more. 

“Yeah, | do study media history, myths got covered. So, to answer your 
question... It was like being raised by a T-800. And not a reprogrammed self aware 
one. A T-800 that was trying to make me a T-800,”" | replied, still half looking through 
the menu, figuring out what to order. | mean, schnitzel is good, don’t get me wrong, 
but | wanted to see what else they had available first. 

“A T-800?” Maddie looked confused at my answer. | had a habit of forgetting 
not everyone had seen what | had. 

“Killer emotionless robot from the Terminator series. The key part is the 
emotionless bit.” Maddie nodded at my reply, seeming to grasp it more. 

“Okay, considering Dad and Grandpa, not surprising. Those dudes tried so 
hard to make me the heir to the Donnellan name but, to be completely honest, that 
name is fucking worthless. I’m probably the first person on this side of your family to 
do something actually worthwhile!” Maddie called a waiter over for another beer, but 
this one she was taking her time with. “So, Miss Lugubra, why are you claiming to be 
a great-grandmother to my niece while looking twenty-seven?” Maddie turned her 
gaze to May, smirking a bit. 

“Maddie -- may | call you Maddie? As | said, I’m leaving it up to Lily to reveal 
the details of that.” May tilted her head towards me to nail her point home, leaving 
Maddie fo roll her eyes a bit. 

“Okay, Lily, what's the deal with our local butch here?” Maddie asked, taking a 
sip of her beer. Now, | could have been an asshole and blurted out the answer that 
could result in a spit take, but | patiently waited for Maddie to finish drinking before | 
spoke up. 
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“May’s a succubus. There’s like, a hundred greats that should be before 
grandmother, at least. And all her descendants are lesbians, that’s why | joked that 
being trans runs in the family on Mom’s side, because it literally does.” Maddie gave 
me the cockiest smile one could muster up, in response to my answer, one that 
screamed ‘sure, kid.’ 

“I’m not going to deny that May isn’t smoking hot, because damn, woman, 
you're a head turner--” Maddie quickly glanced May's way while complimenting her 
“--but a succubus? As if magic was real.” 

“| realised | was trans two weeks ago, after spending a week being able to turn 
into a succubus and back into my... birth body, let’s say. Hormones don't work this 
fast.” | gestured to myself, pointing towards specific parts of me. “Or this effectively. | 
didn't go on blockers when | was ten, Aunt Maddie. Dad didn’t let me, despite it being 
an option everybody's told about.” | sighed, and thought for a second. Oh, right, | had 
this move to offer as proof. | looked around, making sure nobody was gazing our way, 
before | held my fist up, conjuring the firepaw. Maddie’s eyes went wide upon seeing 
that, and she went for her beer, taking a solid glug of it. | turned the firepaw off very 
swiftly after that. “Succubus power. For SOME reason--” | shot a glare at May. “--it’s 
cat themed.” 

“| was Lucifer’s Lioness when they busted out of Heaven and claimed Hell as 
their own, and Amber inherited those feline traits, which means her line inherited 
them; what can | say?” May shrugged, taking a sip of the sparkling water she had 
ordered. 

“Wait, Lucifer uses they/them pronouns?” Maddie raised her eyebrow. 

“Yeah, they’re genderfluid and really fucking hot, like how dare they be that 
attractive. Also, spoilers, you do have a spot reserved in Hell when you die, to just, 
like, hang out in and party with Luci, not as punishment.” | shrugged while smiling 
awkwardly, which had the intended result of Maddie sighing in relief, again. 

“Well, great, Arthur was right in the end. Why, though? Does Lucifer own our 
souls for protection or something? Is that why | couldn't sell it to get transformed?” It 
was at that moment Maddie's thoughts were interrupted by our food reaching us. 
Maddie got schnitzel with baked potatoes, May got a blood sausage with kraut and 
some bread, and me? Bratwurst, fries and fry sauce, as in mayo and ketchup. Once 
the server walked away, | got ready to answer. 

“Yeah, protection from having them stolen.” | dug in. The sausage was nice 
and juicy and the fries were crispy outside and fluffy inside, just perfectly made. Well, 
they still didn't top the fries | could get from The Question, but that was the home 
cooking difference, ya know? 

The Question did count as home cooking; Clark and Olivia are found family. 
Anyways, with our food delivered and her question answered, Maddie dug in as well, 
before she visibly stopped to think, asking another one. “Il wonder where Arthur went. 
Isn't suicide a sin, or something?” 
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“Depends on the reason for it; usually you get therapy in Hell for whatever you 
dealt with if you do it,” May answered, being the one aware of all the goings on down 
below. 

“Plus the suicide was a coverup from a fallen angel. |... kicked dad into Hell 
when he visited me yesterday. Further details of his status upon being sent to Hell 
are not appropriate dinner talk, though.” | took another bite of my sausage, and 
Maddie stared at me in awe. 

“You sent Arthur to Hell?! Alive?! Damn, | have a cool niece, | never stood up to 
my old man like that. Now | want to know what he’s enduring down there! Any way to 
find out?” To answer Maddie's question, | took my phone out, and asked Bournael for 
the details. The text message he sent me back painted quite a disturbing picture. | 
showed the text to Maddie and May, May hissing and Maddie simply going “Ouch. I’d 
give him three more months to learn and if he doesn’t, ask the fallen angel dude to 
make Arthur a trans guy, just to nail the point home.” | sent her comment to Bournie, 
who sent back a sticker of a shrugging raven. 


The conversation continued after that, most of it focused on me and Maddie 
venting about our relationships to my dad. Maddie was coming at it from the position 
of the older sister that the younger brother ended up being not only disappointed by, 
but disgusted with, while | went at it from the position of the abused child. With every 
sentence Maddie told me, | was less and less surprised about the amount of alcohol 
she was imbibing. She was on her fifth beer, so two and a half litres of beer in her 
system, and she was still completely reasonable and understandable. 

The kind of alcoholism that lets you build up such an immunity is something 
you really develop after decades of trauma with no other escape. And | understood 
why May had been drinking sparkling water the whole night. Somebody had to drive 
Maddie home. Although | wasn’t sure if alcohol hit succubi the same way it hit 
humans. | asked May once the night was over, and she shrugged, saying she had 
sworn off drinking ever since the 1960s. She did mention drugs only worked on us if 
we wanted them to, which she'd figured out under some less than fortunate 
circumstances. The dudes never walked away on their own feet from said 
circumstances. 

The night ended with a decision of what to do with my dad's remains. Maddie 
really wanted to finish the collection of pissing on the graves of the men who hurt her 
growing up. She had my great-grandfather and my grandfather already done, 
leaving only my dad to complete the three generations of fuckery she endured. And 
thus, | agreed to grant her wish. 

The moment | returned home, | fell right into bed, checked the time, and 
checked when my appointment was the next day. And with those questions 
answered, | passed out. 
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And I'm pretty sure | gave Mrs. Fahrenheit an existential crisis when my 
therapy session began. We started by reminiscing about the start of my childhood, 
about my mom. Then we moved onto the heavy stuff that Dad had done. And then | 
just blurted out all the supernatural historical reveals I'd gotten from May and 
Bournael and Lucifer and Leonard and Katka and all the other people now in my life 
that had some connection to magic. And it felt good to let it all out. To just yell it ouf, 
to write it out, to draw it out. By the end of it, there wasn't really anything left to reveal, 
nothing left on the table to discuss. But of course, a single session isn’t good enough 
to cope with everything. So we prepared a plan for how to address my PTSD, my 
generational trauma, any anxiety | still had in me. 

Good thing | really had no other stressors to deal with now, and could focus on 
therapy. 
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Interlude 8 - Nothing but a Hound Dog 


Leonard was busy. He was busy trying to build another bookcase from Ikea in 
a desperate attempt to organise his library. It had been a week since the fight with 
Khazmiel in the wolf. He had been about as useful as a freezer in the arctic, and it 
weighed on him. It was he who'd started the whole mess in the apartment complex. If 
he hadn't tried to awaken his demonic heritage, nobody would have gotten 
transformed, Lily wouldn't have become a target, and he wouldn’t have been roped 
into fixing everything. 

Then again, without him, who knows whether Lily would have ever figured out 
she was a girl. Despite all the teasing he endured from her, he was glad to be friends, 
and to have helped her reach her true self, in a convoluted way. He had finished 
putting together the bookcase and was beginning to stack the books on the shelves 
when there was a knock on the door. He wasn't used to getting knocks. If Lily needed 
something, she'd text him first, so he could just unlock the door for her to walk right 
through. Same with getting delivery from The Question. 

A knock was unprecedented. He opened the door, and was surprised to see 
who was standing there. 

The man looked ragged, with blonde hair unkempt and down to his shoulder, 
visibly cut with a blade at an awkward angle, white skin covered in dark veins, like 
marble, and wearing shattered armor reminiscent of Greek breastplates. Behind his 
head hovered a dimmed halo, but not a perfect circle one. It was as if it had horns on 
it, and something shaped like an eye without the iris, vertically connected to the 
bottom. It hit him that it was like the outline of a wolf blob. And from the man’s back? 
Three white wings, splattered in dried blood, three stumps near them. The realisation 
of who this angel was hit Leonard faster than a bullet train. He remembered the 
ghostly version of that appearance when Khazmiel got exorcised from the wolf. 

He tried to slam the door in Khazmiel’s face, but the angel was too fast for him. 
Too strong, even in his crazed looking state. He grabbed Leonard by the collar, and 
pushed him against the wall, closing the door. “Fascinating,” Knazmiel began, his 
voice ragged, rough, as if he smoked ten packs an hour, probably from yelling all the 
time. “I tried to get into her head one day, figured attempting to procreate would let 
me understand her mindset to better track her. | couldn’t see the appeal. The girl | 
had my way didn't seem to be enjoying herself either. | do not understand why 
humans build so much of their culture around sex.” He sniffed, hard, breathing in the 
air. “Il never expected my moment of weakness and foolishness would result in the 
birth of a Nephilim. Or that he or she would procreate further. All the way to you.” 
Khazmiel threw Leonard across the room as if he was a ragdoll, the books thankfully 
stopping his flight as he landed in a pile of paperbacks. “How dare you study infernal 
magic? How dare you help the Whore of Hell's child?” Khazmiel walked over, picking 
Leonard up by the hair and ripping his tank top off. “How dare you throw away God's 
gift to you, girl, to change yourself into something you're not. Had | the power, |’d 
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remove the foul enchantment placed upon you that cursed you with that body.” 
Khazmiel growled. “But you can redeem yourself still, granddaughter. You can call 
the whore and her child to me, so | may finish my mission at last and return to the 
Lord’s flock once more, to do more of his bidding. And as a reward, | will awaken your 
angelic heritage. It will certainly remove the enchantment.” Khazmiel’s eyes were 
filled with so much rage. Rage that was barely contained. 

Leonard, not thinking straight, not considering the consequences of his 
actions, as he usually did, spit in Knazmiel’s face. “Fuck you, you transphobic pigeon. 
I'm aman, and I’m not going to take pity from someone who denies that while 
insulting my friend and her family.” Knhazmiel was an idiot to not bind Leonard's 
hands, for the second Leonard finished his defiant talk, he cast a spell he had been 
practicing ever since his early days as an apprentice. The first spell he ever learned. 

Thoth’s Be Gone. You only needed one hand for it, and for the target to be 
touching you. It knocked back Khazmiel right out of the apartment, crashing through 
the door. Leonard only had seconds to send Lily a text. So he kept it to ten letters. 

‘Kaz Here. Run.’ 
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Chapter 33 - Can you feel the Sunshine 


Okay, so jumping out of a second-floor window in the middle of the day would 
definitely get people’s attention. Especially since | just went into a dash right after | 
did a roll landing. So, fun fact, being approved for a sports club so you get out of the 
house more and avoid your abusive father is extremely helpful when you end up 
getting into gymnastics and he doesn’t ask for details on the sport or show up to 
check on you. Especially if you learn acrobatic moves you never expected to use in... 
okay, | couldn't call this an everyday situation. This was anything but an everyday 
situation. 

Seriously! Being chased by a zealous angel with a personal vendetta against 
your family is not something that should be an everyday occurrence! I’m just a 
nineteen-year-old trans girl and college student majoring in media history! I’m 
supposed to be hanging out with friends and doing research and college papers and 
experimenting with substances and what's enjoyable in bed, figuring out myself 
further and developing a sense of independence and freedom from influence! | 
should be making mistakes | can recover from without much difficulty so | learn life 
lessons! | shouldn’t be destroying my windows in an attempt to escape murderous 
assholes! 

In all the running | did, | had completely forgotten to put on my glamour, but 
fuck it. | didn't care enough. | needed to get away from the building. | needed to find a 
place to hide and plan. 

Turning a corner into an alleyway, | was more than happy to see a familiar 
sight. It made me start wondering whether the doors to Wisteria Way had a 
sentience to them, whether they liked messing with May, and knowing my plight, had 
decided to help me out. | didn’t have much time to think about that, though. | had no 
clue whether Khazmiel was chasing me, but | was fairly sure he must have heard the 
glass shattering. | ran through the door, rushing through the gorgeous wooden 
streets of Wisteria Way, dodging its inhabitants, all in the pursuit of a specific exit. 

The shift from dusk to night wasn’t as jarring now as it had been the first time, 
and the crisp night air invigorated me into running faster and faster, until | was 
dashing through the woods, approaching what | hoped would be sanctuary. Now to 
see whether | had gotten it right. “Chaloupko!” | yelled out, cringing at my accent 
when speaking Czech, but | carried on. “Otoé se zddy k lesu a dvermi ke mé!” Horrible 
mouthfeel of a sentence. The sight of the house had calmed me enough to think 
about that. At least | said it well enough for Kyblik to understand my intention and 
turn to expose its door. 

Which did have the side effect of Katka stumbling out of said door in just her 
panties while rubbing her eyes sleepily. “Lily, what the fuck? | just managed to fall 
asleep, do you know how hard it is to get comfortable in bed when you sleep on an 
extra pair of pretty much arms?” She moved from rubbing her eyes to scratching her 
cheeks while yawning, unbothered by her casual nudity. | just jumped right inside. 
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“Khazmiel showed up in physical form back home! He’s probably still there, 
waiting for me, | need sanctuary.” The fridge beckoned to me with its shelves of 
chilled bottled water, and | gulped an entire one down in a single glug. 

“Ugh, seriously? | sent that fucker over the Moon when he showed up here, 
demanding my deadname snitches on your grandma.” Katka rolled her eyes and, 
thankfully, grabbed a t-shirt from a pile nearby, putting it on. 

“Wait, he got a crush on you?” Katka’s choice of phrase was odd, but my 
question made her snort and laugh pretty heartily. 

“No, | literally sent him to the Moon. Portals, remember? Clearly that got him 
off my ass for two weeks, but not off your ass.” Katka sat down, stretching, getting 
herself a bottle of sparkling water from the fridge with a portal, to demonstrate her 
ability. “So what now?” she asked before taking a sip. 

“| have no clue, | was so focused on just getting away | hadn’t considered what 
to do afterwards. | had a whole team to deal with him when he was possessing a Fae 
Wolf, but | can’t ask everyone again, who knows what he'd do to them.” | held my 
head in my hands, looking down at the floor, my shoulders slumped. Katka gave me 
a nod and a shrug. 

“Well, you can stay here while you sort that out. Don’t forget to text May about 
the situation. Would very much like to avoid having her rush in here in a panic, looking 
for you. I'm off to bed again, though.” Katka stood up and started making her way to 
her bedroom, | assumed. “Protip: don't play a JRPG to completion in one sitting.” She 
yawned, knocked on an empty spot on the wall, which manifested a door, and kept 
walking. “Your room.” 

But it was at that moment that my phone vibrated. | grabbed it. A call from 
Leonard. | picked up. “Leonard, are you okay?” 

“She is fine, I'm saving disciplining her for after | deal with you, whorechild.” 
The voice on the other line was unfamiliar, the growl as if from someone who'd 
FUBARed their voice from yelling, the tone angry. Even though | had never heard him 
in person, | realised who was on the other line. And he was misgendering my friend. 

“Let him go, you dickhead, I’m the one you want!” | stood off the chair swiftly, 
balling up a fist. 

“Exactly, you're the one | want. You and your ancestor. Which is why I’m 
keeping ‘Leonard’ here as bait, so you come try and rescue her.” There was disdain 
in his voice when he said Leonard's name. “That cannot be your true name, 
Granddaughter, that cannot be the name you were baptised with!” Khazmiel didn’t 
sound like he was speaking into the phone, but like he turned away, talking to 
Leonard who was off to the side. | could hear spitting in the background, along with a 
chuckle, followed by ‘It’s called a deadname for a reason, you fucking mad dog. And 
you're never learning it.’ Leonard's defiance surprised me. Usually he was the 
punching bag in situations like this, the comedy relief. But no, here he was spitting 
one-liners at asshole angels. Unfortunately, what followed was a slap. “You will 
respect your elders, girl! Where was I...? Oh, yes. So, whorechild, you and your whore 
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of an ancestor will come back to your dwelling to face your judgement. You have 
until sunrise tomorrow. Or | will start going through every wicked thing in this building 
one by one, starting with the slime.” There was a sound of something hitting the 
ground. He must not have realised the call was still going on, because | could hear 
footsteps. “Now, Granddaughter, we wait. Your defiance will prove to be for naught. | 
will complete my mission, and then | will make you right.” My blood ran cold at 
hearing that. | didn’t want to end the call yet. | wanted to make sure Leonard was 
okay. 

But | couldn't believe Khazmiel was his ancestor. Actually, considering 
everything, it made a bit too much sense. His wolfboy fursona and Khazmiel’s title of 
Hound of the Three. His ineptitude at magic, since a lot of it was infernal-based as 
May had let me know a while ago, because Demons didn’t mind sharing what they 
knew with humans. But why would Khazmiel keep misgendering him? Didn't he know 
being a trans descendant meant your true form was gender affirming? | muted 
myself on my phone, put it on speaker and set it down on the table. | wasn’t really 
paying enough attention. 

| heard Katka sigh, and instead of going to her bedroom, she turned to her 
alchemical lab. Not too long after, there was a puff of brightly colored smoke that 
came from the door, as she emerged, looking refreshed. “Okay you just got yourself 
an all-weeker Katka with the crisis situation. Keep the call going. Use my phone to 
call your grandma.” Katka’s outfit had shifted from the comfortable t-shirt and 
panties to something more serious. A flowing short sleeved dress, fingerless striped 
opera gloves with fishnet ones over them, black tights, and steel-toed boots you’d 
see on a terminator. She cracked her neck and stretched her wings, her halo glowing 
brighter, the portal summon sigil manifesting before her. 

“Okay, got it, what the hell are you up to, though?” The sigil finished drawing 
as | asked my question, which Katka smirked at. The portal opened, showing a 
now-familiar landscape beyond it. Or rather, a now-familiar landscape visible 
through the windows of the office the portal led to. Behind a solid stone desk with a 
nameplate that was too far away for me to read stood a rotating leather chair, its 
back currently turned to us. 

“Katerina Prochazkovad, Daughter of Augusta Stillsteel and Barbora Jagova, 
Granddaughter of the Baba Yaga, Witch of Wisteria Way...” The chair rotated, and 
the figure sitting in it, asking these questions, was none other than General Odionyx 
of Hell’s Armies. “...what are you doing, entering my office so brashly?” 

Katka stepped through the portal and spoke, answering both my and 
Odionyx’s questions at the same time. “I’m calling in a favor.” 
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Chapter 34 - Fist Bum 


“| hope | do not regret giving you this power over me, Katka. | should have 
specified when replacing the copy of Fullmetal Alchemist | damaged that there are 
limits to that ‘anything’ | offered.” Odionyx rested her hands on her desk, before 
moving her finger ever so slightly, a chair rolling in front of said desk for Katka to sit 
on. She proceeded to approach it, the portal slowly closing the further she got from it. 
| saw her shrug and shake her head, a quick huff of amusement escaping her lips. 
Even with her back to me, | was fairly certain Katka had smirked. 

“I’m not gonna ask you to fuck me, Odie. My request is of a more...” Katka 
paused, turning the chair to sit down on it casually. “-- professional nature, let’s say.” 
Those were the last words | heard from Katka, right before the portal closed 
completely. The atmosphere inside Kyblik was weird without Katka there. Like being 
invited to a friend’s place but they have to run out to do a quick errand, but you have 
no reason to join them for it so you just awkwardly sit in their room, patiently waiting. 
At least | figure that’s an experience people have. | didn’t really get to be invited 
places. My hyperfocus on studies to avoid Dad’s emotional abuse had left me quite 
isolated from my peers in middle and high school. | probably would have figured 
myself out earlier had | had friends back then, but well, hindsight is 20/20. 

| could hear Khazmiel preaching to Leonard from my phone, about how he 
spit in the face of god for what he was given, about how he’s disrespecting his 
ancestry by being a warlock, how he should repent and ask for forgiveness and tell 
Khazmiel what curse he used to transition. Of course Khazmiel didn't use the word 
transition to describe the act, but there’s no need for me to repeat him verbatim. 

It’s not like you remember every single villain monologue in anime ever. You 
know the tone though, and the wording, and Khazmiel was pulling out all the stops. 
He was going for the fucking Oscar for Cheesiest Villain Monologue. It was honestly 
impressive, how zealous and assured he was in the bullshit he was spouting at 
Leonard. But from what | knew of Leonard, that dude’s mind was occupied by the 
siren song of his wolfboy getting pounded in the ass by like, ten dudes one after the 
other, to block out whatever Khazmiel was spouting. 

At least | didn't have to end the call to send May a text, to let her Know | was 
currently at Katka’s place, and why. Well, the short version. The moment | was 
finished sending that, | just sat down and stared at the ceiling. 

Why the fuck did my life have to get this crazy? Barely a month ago, | was just 
surviving, getting through my first year of university, living on my own with minimal 
contact with people, unaware of myself or this larger world that lurked just below the 
surface of what | knew. Angels and Demons and Fae. Nephilim, Nihilim, Changelings. 
Magic and Alchemy and the Realms. All of that was thrust upon me suddenly, 
without warning, with zero time to acclimate before | was in danger. | could only 
imagine how my life would have proceeded without Leonard's royal fuckup. 
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A royal fuckup that was now getting him hurt. That put him in danger, because 
of me. Because of what | was. Because of who | was related to, and who he was 
related to. A cosmic ballet of bullshit caused by one specific fucker on a mission. 


| didn’t really check the time. | wasn’t sure whether only five minutes had 
passed, or hours. It definitely felt like hours. The soft clicking noise of the cuckoo clock 
on the wall didn’t help me tell the time. Why the fuck did Katka have a cuckoo clock 
when the rest of her apartment looked borderline like a spaceship that was fancy 
enough to have wooden paneling? My contemplation of Katka’s interior design 
philosophy was interrupted by the front door opening, May standing on its threshold, 
clad in a leather jacket, big stompy boots, ripped jeans and a t-shirt with a number of 
reddish stains on it. | had an inkling what those stains were from the state of the shirt. 
They were very old, very spread out, and in fact the shirt had been cut in places, 
usually the stomach, exposing May’s abs. The moment her gaze fell on me, she 
slipped the jacket off and ran to give me a hug, holding me close, as if | would 
disappear if she didn’t. “Are you hurt? Are you okay? Did he get you?” | hugged her 
back as she asked her questions, and shook my head at all three. 

“The window | jumped through wasn’t enchanted, so the glass didn't cut me. 
Leonard, though...” | looked towards my phone on the counter, Khazmiel still 
blabbering on and on. Oh, great, he’d moved onto Leonard’s duty as a woman to 
give birth to his dynasty. Ughhhh, hypocrite much Khazmiel? You didn’t even want or 
know about Leonard, and now you want him to do what May had done, what got her 
on your shitlist? Wow. Just, wow. Sorry, Leonard but old members of your gender 
REALLY fucking suck. Thank fucking christ we got one shining example in you. 

“lam shocked that Khazmiel had sex and it resulted in descendants. Poor 
Leonard has one of the worst grandfathers in existence...” May chuckled slightly, | felt 
my cheek getting wet with her tears. “Adds to him being a furry.” 

“Yeah. Yeah it does. It’s ridiculous that being a furry is genetic. His fursona’s a 
fucking wolfboy.” | leaned out of the embrace, looking right into May's eyes, red and 
puffy from crying, still wet with tears. “We need to save him.” May nodded in reply, 
letting go and standing back. She wiped her tears away, grabbed her jacket off the 
floor and put it on. 

“We need a plan.” | could only agree with May's assessment. 

“We don't have long to make one. We have until sunrise to show up, before he 
starts hurting everyone. | can’t begin to imagine what he’s planning to do to Félicie. 
And Mrs. Fahrenheit, she’s completely detached from magic, she’s just a sweet old 
lady that serves tea and provides therapy.” | stood off the chair, pacing around the 
room. “I can’t let them get hurt for my sake. | WON'T let them get hurt for my sake.” 

May gave me a soft smile, and grabbed my shoulder. “I’m proud of you for 
that.” Fuck, that one hit hard. 

“Yeah, I'm sure you have a lot to be proud of Lily for, May.” Katka was stepping 
through a fresh portal, coming back home. 
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“Meassael, | wish | had done more back then. | have no right to ask for 
forgiveness, even though | hope for it.” Odionyx spoke from her seat as she heard 
May’s name. “Katka... | think I'll let you keep the favor for later use. This is a family 
matter, and | should be involved without coercion.” The portal closed, Katka 
stretched, and sat down. 

“So why did you visit Odionyx?” | turned to face the friendly witch, who met my 
gaze with hers. 

“| needed her to get in touch with someone for me. Backup, let’s say. With that 
out of the way...” Katka walked over to another empty part of the wall, with a door 
stretching out of the floor, as if it had been squished down into it this whole time. It 
was a heavy door. Thick steel, engraved with many flowers. Roses and Nightshade. 
She opened the door, and beckoned me and May to follow. 

The room on the other side of that door was vast, to say the least. A tower 
structure, circular in shape, with a spiral staircase on the center, from which a cross 
of paths always lead to an outer ring. | could count at least five floors. And each and 
every one was covered in weaponry. Mostly swords. Right next to the staircase, 
suspended in midair, was a longsword. The blade was simple, unadorned. The 
handle had a set of ribbons in the colors of the trans pride flag tied onto it. Outside of 
that touch though, the sword was unremarkable. Katka stepped towards it and gave 
the pommel a pat. “This here’s Marshmallow, my personal weapon. We're gonna 
make you a magical girl, Lily, so you have something to face Khazmiel with.” 

| tilted my head, raised my fist and set it aflame. “Katka. | have these.” | noticed 
May was walking around the room, observing the collection. 

“That is true Lily, yes, you have access to fire fists. Those are gonna work on 
lesser stuff. I’m personally certain | could shrug one of your punches off.” To 
demonstrate, she walked right up to me and grabbed ahold of my fist, the fire not 
fazing her at all. “I’m the granddaughter of a being that has existed for as long as 
forests have existed, so I’m not a fair test of magical resistances. Buuuut, I’m fairly 
certain | have some knuckles or gauntlets to enhance your punches.” Katka let go of 
my fist, shook her hand and blew the fire on it out, as it had gotten at least set on fire, 
and proceeded to walk up to the floating sword, grabbing its hilt. “Marshmallow’s a 
smart girl, she knows where everything is stored. Uhuh. Uhuh. Vuuuuuhuh. Alright.” 
Katka let go, flew up four floors, and shortly thereafter descended with a pair of 
gloves. A pair of gloves that had paw prints on the palms. 

“Does it have to be cat-themed? | love being a cat girl as much as the next 
trans girl, from what I've seen online, but this is getting too much.” 

“| said we’re gonna make you a magical girl. Just put them on and do the 
move that comes to mind.” She shoved them into my hands, and | rolled my eyes, 
which let me catch a glimpse of May off to the side, turning around to look at me. 

The message | got in my head the moment | had slipped the gloves on made 
me cringe. They couldn't really be expecting me to activate them with such a spell. 
With a sigh, | balled up my hands into the classic catgirl paw pose, put them to the 
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left and right of me, and trying not to sigh into nonexistence, | uttered the phrase. 
“Kitty Paw-er Activate Nya-ow!” Okay, | was a weeb but not that much of one. Or 
maybe | just felt awkward doing something this explicitly feminine. Either way, 
ribbons, lights, sparkles, you know the deal. By the end of it | was wearing short 
shorts, a bell collar, and a top that was like a long coat, through which my tail poked 
out. The shoes looked like sturdier versions of those paw slippers you could buy, and 
had thigh-highs snaking up my legs out of them. 

“Lovely, they work. Now you're armored up and are getting a triple boost to 
your power, which is already boosted from you being a succubus, compared to a 
baseline human.” Katka patted me on my shoulder, and handed me a pin. “Just get 
this onto Khazmiel during your fight so the backup can join you. Now go, you have a 
fool of a furry trans guy warlock to save from his deranged ancestor.” 

| gave Katka a nod, as May and | left her place, running for the exit to Wisteria 
Way, and the door to Chertovice. 

It was time to face the nightmare. 
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Chapter 35 - Follow me, Set me free 


| would love to say that the wind howled. That the sky was clouded over. That 
there was a chill in the air. That you could hear thunder in the distance. That the 
atmosphere was full of dramatic tension. That the location of the final battle was 
somewhere like Castlevania. 

But no. It was a hot summer's day with no clouds in the sky, and | was 
standing in front of my apartment complex, May by my side. 

Katka had sent May a text right after we left, to wait for her to arrive before we 
went to face off against Khazmiel. So we were just standing there, with me looking 
like I'd just walked off a set for a magical girl show. 

Olivia must have noticed from inside the Question, considering she walked 
close to me at that moment. “Lily, May, lovely to see you. Why aren’t you in human 
form and what's up with the get-up?” 

“The quick summary is: Magic bullshit. It’s best you go back into the Question,” 
| replied, pointing with my thumb behind me. Olivia shrugged and went back inside, 
and | sighed. Good thing that Katka arrived shortly thereafter. Accompanied by a 
second wardrobe change. Her outfit kind of matched the style of mine, except where 
mine was pink and cat-styled, hers was purple and black and raven-styled. 

“So what's the plan?” She stretched; actually, she did a few stretching 
exercises. “You should limber up while explaining it. Don’t want to cramp up while 
running.” | shrugged and joined her in exercising. It at least felt like | was doing 
something. 

“We can't really check every floor for him. And | don’t want to wreck the place 
up while fighting. We'd need to lure him outside or something.” Katka nodded at my 
answer. 

“| have a solution for the last part. But | won't really be able to hit while doing it, 
so it'll be up to you and May to give him the beating he deserves.” She finished 
stretching, waited for me to finish, and turned to May. “You doing okay? You're about 
to face THE source of your trauma. | don’t want you freezing up in a panic or 
something.” 

| could see May clenching her fist, grinding her teeth. Tiny sparks flew from her 
mouth, as if inside there was a scorching inferno. She was breathing heavily, but not 
panicked breaths, angry breaths. “He took my daughters and now he’s hurting his 
grandson that he doesn’t deserve. I’m not going to panic.” She stepped forward and 
opened the door. 


The benefit of Knazmiel still rambling in an attempt to conversion therapy 
Leonard was that we heard him loud and clear. And he was currently in Leonard's 
apartment from the sound of it. He hadn’t even bothered to close the door. 

Correction. There was a Khazmiel-shaped hole through the door. Somehow. 
Perfect outline and everything. | Knew he was cartoonishly evil but he didn’t have to 
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show it off THAT much. May, Katka and | leaned over to look through it and see him 
pacing around, with Leonard tied up, put against a wall. And yup, | was correct in my 
earlier assumptions of Leonard's coping methods. His face SCREAMED ‘I’m 
imagining porn that’s scored with JUrgen Schlachter’s The Big Laugh’. 

So, with all that in mind, we just kind of casually stepped inside using the hole, 
and just stood there for a solid minute, waiting for Knazmiel to notice us. The fact 
May's big stompy boots didn’t alert him was very surprising. But he would have to 
inevitably notice us, and he did so at the best possible moment in his ramble. 

“How dare my own flesh and blood work together with such hellish filth?!” he 
began that sequence. “How dare you speak to and BEFRIEND that whore--” His arm 
gestures resulted in him flailing his arm towards May in that moment. “--and her 
CHILD?!” Followed by him flailing his arm towards me, while turning around, meaning 
he saw three very pissed-off lesbians standing there. 

“You lied to me, #####. You stood right there in front of your house on chicken 
legs, and you lied to me.” Khazmiel was fuming at his mouth. 

“Dude, Khaz, again, nobody named that is here. What's your deal with that 
guy? Sounds like a real fucking loser.” Katka rolled her eyes and shrugged. 
“Whatever. May's been robbed of the other half of her order of hot wings and it’s 
about time you deliver.” Katka strutted over to Khazmiel with what | could only 
assume was the confidence of a middle-aged white woman in 2018 that’s about to 
ask for the manager and is named Karen. Which was followed up by her bonking him 
on the head. Balled up fist, downwards motion towards top of head. | could SWEAR | 
heard a drum sound from it and | have no clue whether it was Katka doing a sound 
spell for a gag or whether Khazmiel’s head was hollow. Either way, next thing | knew, 
Katka was standing next to me again. But she was looking different. Her halo was 
much brighter, for starters. And there was a shade growing over her. Covering her 
up, making her appear as just a silhouette. The only thing that wasn't completely 
shaded over was her halo and her eyes, which were glowing, piercing. 

And that’s when the room shifted. A mist enveloped the ground, originating 
from Katka. | could barely see grass growing from the wooden floor. The grass was 
soon joined by trees, as the light shifted from day to night. | recognized the space. 
Katka was no longer standing besides me. | turned around. And there she was. 
Standing on top of her house on chicken legs, the full Moon behind her. And then our 
eyes met, and my thoughts became her voice: Hey, Lily, | didn’t actually teleport us to 
my house, this is just a pocket dimension mindscape | can make to spook people by 
dragging them in here; you're still going to need to kick Khazmiel’s ass and put the 
pin on it. | can’t fight him because dragging three powerful individuals in here is 
taking a huge toll on me, so please be quick about it, alright? Thanks. 

Okay, first off, telepathy felt fucking weird as all hell to experience, but at least 
that exchange of ideas took less than a second. Thank fuck. Khazmiel seemed fo still 
be reeling somewhat from that bonk on the head. May used that opportunity to run 
towards him, roaring in rage, sparks coming out of her mouth, and she leapt forward, 
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leg outstretched, digging the heel of her boot right into Khazmiel’s pale marble face. 
There was an audible crunch. But it didn’t make Khazmiel fall back, it made him 
focus. Quickly, he grabbed hold of May's ankle, and with a spin he threw her towards 
me. That sent May and | flying, hitting the chicken leg of the house. It definitely hurt 
me, but | was unsure whether May had gotten hurt as much as | did. She stared 
daggers at Khazmiel. “You're not taking her away from me,” May spat out in his 
direction. 

“Of couwse I’m not--” Khazmiel’s broken nose had shifted his speech. The 
second he noticed it, he cracked his nose back into place. There was still a visible 
fracture on the side of it, like someone tried to chisel the nose off of a marble statue. 
“--I'm not taking her from you, whore. I’m taking you from her first.” He grinned. It was 
a sinister, unnatural grin. Like you described grinning to a species without the same 
mouth humans have and they tried to grin. He began making his way towards us at a 
casual pace. May scrambled up to her feet, and ran towards Khazmiel once more. 
He stopped dead in his tracks, and took up a fighting stance. Using May's 
momentum against her, he threw her over himself, and before she hit the ground 
behind him, he kicked her in the gut, sending her flying once more. “Why are you 
trying to fight back, filth? You should kneel down and accept your judgement. It was 
you who was fucking mortal women to build an army.” He turned to stare at me. “It 
was her that plotted to overthrow The Lord Above. You are the child of a dirty 
usurper, who planned to turn Heaven into a brothel filled with her filth! So be the one 
honorable person in your bloodline, sit there and wait for your turn.” He began 
walking over to May, who was currently lying against the bone fence. 

Khazmiel was lying, though. Through his teeth. Teeth | had all intention of 
taking from him. | got up, and summoned my flaming fists. The light coming off of 
them changed the atmosphere of the forest, now the pale Moonlight was 
accompanied with the warmth of a roaring fire. | ran towards Khazmiel, and realised 
something crucial. 

| was not used to moving at Magical Girl speeds. | barely managed to stop 
myself in time before | crashed into him. And grabbing hold of his shoulder, | turned 
him around, so | had good access to his jaw for an uppercut. “She just wanted a 
family, you fuck!” | yelled at him as he flew up. Something he was used to, since he 
corrected himself in the air. 

“| JUST TOLD YOU TO SIT THERE AND WAIT, DEMONSPAWN.” There was 
something different about his voice there. He screamed. What followed can best be 
described as an implosion. There was a sucking sound. And where Khazmiel had 
been flying in the air? Well, his torn-up form had been replaced. Instead of a marble 
statue of a man with three wings and three wing stumps, there now stood the marble 
statue of a werewolf. Nobody had bothered sculpting the fur detail, so he was 
completely smooth. Or would be, if it wasn't covered in cracks where the joints and 
jaw were. Cracks from which smoke bellowed. Dark and thick. Three plumes of it had 
formed into tails, and at the wing stumps Khazmiel had exuded enough smoke to 
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make it look as if the wings were still there. He punched down. His fist was the size of 
me. | managed to avoid being smashed into the ground, but when he landed the 
punch, he just went for a backhand. And | had a much harder time avoiding that. | hit 
a tree pretty high up, crushing some branches, but luckily stopped on a thicker one 
as | descended. | coughed, and looked at him. Looked at all he had built himself up to 
be. 

Wrathful Khazmiel. That's the best name | could come up with for his berserk 
form. | caught a glimpse of May getting up, taking off her jacket and tearing off her 
shirt, so as to Summon her wings. She flew up, to be eye level with Khazmiel. He 
laughed. “Is this how it felt when you ripped off my wings, whore? This powerful? No 
wonder you were able to best me that day.” May flew towards his face, but he 
plucked her out of the sky. “That will not happen again.” He threw her on the ground 
like a ragdoll, and stomped. | gasped. Khazmiel took hold of May by the throat. He 
was choking her. | could see May gasping for air, her eyes rolling to the back of her 
head. Khazmiel’s, on the other hand, were completely enveloped in smoke, making it 
impossible to see where he was looking. | summoned my own wings, my magical girl 
outfit shifting to accommodate them, and | flew towards his back. My flight was 
short-lived, however. With a quick flap of his wings, he threw me towards’ the house. 
It was a miracle | didn’t crash into Katka, just into where the front door would usually 
be. And as | gasped from the impact, | could hear May let out a long, shallow gasp, 
and then nothing. She went limp. Knhazmiel got off of her, and laughed. He turned to 
me. “NOW it is your turn, whorechild.” 

| got up. | had no choice but to get up. | jumped off of the house on chicken 
legs, and started slowly walking towards him. “Good child, walking to your slaughter 
obediently.” He laughed out loud right after saying that. 

“You fucking wish. | can’t kick your ass without getting closer.” Breaking into a 
dash, | dodged his attempt to swipe at me with his claws. | had to change my 
approach. | had to change how | thought about the fight. | wasn’t fighting somebody 
person-sized now. | was fighting a fucking tiny kaiju. And | hadn‘t done my job this 
entire fight. And with May dead, | stopped thinking about myself. Knhazmiel had to be 
stopped. Still running, | went underneath him, right between his legs, and | swung at 
his ankle. The impact hurt, of course. But not like hitting a wall would hurt, closer to 
how hitting a punching bag would hurt. So | hit him there a couple more times. The 
punches made him stagger a bit. | flew out of range of his grasp as he bent down to 
try and grab me. With how he was positioned now, | circled up and over his back, and 
divekicked the back of his head. With my flight | had built up enough momentum to 
knock him over, and he tumbled. There had to be a weakness to him. A soft and 
tender spot for me to exploit, to get him, quite literally, down to size. 

And as he finished tumbling over and began getting up, | saw them. The most 
tender spots for me to hit. All | had to do was risk suffocating in smoke. But | didn’t 
care. | flew, right towards his back, right towards his stump that was furthest from 
any of his remaining wings, and | dug in. With flaming fists that were burning white 
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hot, | kept striking. | grabbed hold of the wing stump with my thighs to balance 
myself, and just kept whaling on that spot. Khazmiel howled. Loudly, powerfuly, he 
howled in pain. Before my next strike, | built a charge up. | could feel the fire paw 
grow in intensity even further, grow in size. | was making a fireball to shove right in 
there. And | did. The explosion it caused was huge, and sent me flying, while it sent 
Khazmiel to the ground, accompanied by a boom, the sound of air rushing fo fill a 
vacuum. 

| had landed face down in the dirt, and | struggled to get up. | was battered 
and bruised and tired, and my hands were covered in soot. | was no longer wearing 
the magical girl outfit, having switched to my previous clothes, and | could see why; 
the only remnants of the gloves were on my forearms. | stumbled over to where 
Khazmiel had landed, to find him lying there, staring up, dumbfounded. 

He just couldn't help himself with the cartoony antics, could he. He looked like 
Wile E. Coyote after ag bomb blows up in his face. | fell down on top of him knees first, 
and put the pin right on his forehead. 

The forest around us began fading. The grass receded, night turned to day 
once more. We were back in Leonard's apartment. Leonard, for his part, had gotten 
out of his bindings and was currently snacking on a bag of chips. He stopped when 
he saw us though. Katka called out at that moment. “I summon the forces of the One 
Above, come and claim your lost hound!” Light shone from the pin I'd slapped onto 
Khazmiel’s forehead, and he laughed. 

“You fools! You morons! You've called my forces to my aid! | thank you for 
speeding up your doom!” He was still laughing. 

But at that moment, May gasped, taking a deep breath in, as she sat up and 
looked at the scene around her. She turned to me, as | was on the verge of tears, and 
gave mea cocky smile. “We're succubi, Lily, we’re built for the kinkiest shit in 
existence. A little bit of breathplay never killed one of us.” She stood up, walked over 
to me, and enveloped me in a tight hug. 

And that’s when | started smelling frankincense. Followed by hearing the 
sounds of wings flapping. Three individuals wearing riot gear manifested in 
Leonard's apartment. The middle one removed their helmet. Their skin looked like 
Damascus steel, their hair was like thin copper wires, and their eyes had a caring 
warmth to them. Khazmiel grinned from ear to ear when he saw their face. 
“Archangel Gabriel! Sir! I've nearly completed my mission! Help me finish the War 
Whore and her filthy spawn!” He was almost pleading. The one he called Gabriel 
stepped forward and hit him with the back of their hand. With a whistle, Knazmiel’s 
hands were forced behind his back, his entire torso wrapped in a tight harness. 

“It’s Gabrielle. I'm a woman, turns out.” I'd like to say that reveal was surprising, 
but it felt too poetic for it to have been that surprising. 

“Gabriel, the Lord made you in His image, as a man, do you spit in His face 
while wearing His colors?!” Khazmiel barked out. Gabrielle backhanded his other 
cheek. 
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“That is no way to speak to your commanding officer, Knazmiel.” She looked 
towards May, Leonard and myself in order. “He is too lost to say it himself, and he 
does not deserve your forgiveness, but | do apologise for all the hurt you've endured 
due to the actions of my subordinate. | take full responsibility.” Gabrielle tilted her chin 
up slightly, making Khazmiel levitate in the air. “Khazmiel, you stand accused of 
insubordination, wrath, hypocrisy, abuse, disrespect and murder. You have taken 
God's name in vain while assigning them a gender. You deny your grandson’s 
identity. You have killed thirty-four innocents you were told to bring in. And you 
haven't reported this in centuries, instead hiding away on Earth.” She grabbed hold 
of his halo, and pulled it away from him, stepping back. | had no idea that was 
possible. “For all that and more, you are judged to have Fallen from Grace. You shall 
be stripped of your rank and powers, and consigned to General Odionyx for her to do 
with you as she pleases.” Snap. She cracked the halo in half. The dim light faded from 
it, looking like a stone stick. Gabrielle dropped it, but it never hit the floor, turning to 
dust before it landed. 

Khazmiel’s eyes widened in shock. “You cannot! You cannot! You have no 
right! | served the Lord with conviction! | did as was asked of me! | never failed him! 
You have no right! You spit in his face by claiming yourself a woman after He made 
you a man! I'm better than yoouuu! I’m more than yooouuuuUU!” His voice had begun 
degrading at the end. It shifted from his torn up angry voice to a howl. 

His nose stretched out, taking his top lip with it. He howled and thrashed 
against his restraints. He shifted from howling to roaring, as his face turned into a 
muzzle. His marble like skin got covered in fur, and he shrunk. The harness around 
him shrunk with him, and | could see his wings and stumps falling off, turning to ash 
before they hit the ground. His ears became pointy and elongated, and his eyes, so 
full of rage before, were filled with fear and worry and disbelief. 

By the end of it, he looked like a shitty emaciated werewolf. He looked as if 
Pestilence and Famine were werewolves and had a kid. He was also shorter than 
me. He looked sad, honestly. Here he was, the scourge of my bloodline, who took 
away a ton of my great aunts, who caused May such trauma it became 
generational... and he looked pathetic. | heard the sound of wings flapping again, 
and saw a portal to Odionyx’s office open up. With a flick of her wrist, Gabrielle threw 
Khazmiel through like a sack of bones, and let the portal close. 

It felt... anticlimactic. | thought we’d have an hour-long battle, that we'd all be 
battered and bruised by the end, torn up, breathing heavily. And yet, it had barely 
taken five minutes. Khazmiel had become so large a threat in May's head, that 
hearing about him left no impression that he could be a pathetic old man. That 
beating him up would be like beating Victor up. But with the threat gone, | did a thing | 
simply had to do. | ran up to Leonard and gave him a hug. “God, you fucking useless 
furry, I'm so glad you're okay.” He returned it awkwardly. 
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“Not gonna hold back on ripping into me even after that, huh.” He chuckled. 
“Honestly, he couldn't tell me anything that hurt worse than my first period. So | just 
zoned him out.” 

“How many types of dicks did you imagine being pounded by?” He gently 
punched me in the shoulder when | asked him that. 

“..Fourteen.” | pulled away from the hug and stared at him, wide-eyed. 

“ONLY FOURTEEN?!” 

“Hey, | was trying to avoid listening to a bigot, | didn’t want to make him think | 
had a preacher kink or something by getting erect.” There was a cough after 
Leonard said that, and we turned to see Gabrielle nearby. 

“Sorry to interrupt your... fascinating conversation, but | would like to 
apologise to Leonard with actions, if you’d let me.” | stepped back at her request, 
giving her and Leonard space. “Thank you.” She turned to him. “I understand this 
situation arose from you attempting to awaken heritage, correct?” Leonard nodded 
to answer her. “Considering you’re deeply involved with magic as a warlock and are 
aware of the other realms, | feel it necessary that you be granted your awakening.” 
She materialised a sword out of thin air, and gestured for Leonard to kneel. He did so, 
enthusiastically. “Leonard Silver, | grant you the Grace which you have a right to 
inherit. Rise as your true angelic self.” Gabrielle recited this as she did the classic 
shoulder tap knight thing. Right, left, but also top of head, right as she said ‘self’, and 
the sword snaked out of her hands, turning into a thin glowing strip. 

Leonard's transformation was nowhere near as drastic as Khazmiel's fall. The 
strip of light traveled to his lower back, where it formed into a halo, and once it had 
done so? His ears poofed into wolf ears, and a tail sorouted from his back, bushy and 
soft looking, the halo hovering around it near the base. | snorted. | couldn't help 
myself. “NOT YOUR FURSONA, HUH, LEONARD?!” 

“Shut up!” He stomped, but his tail was wagging. 

“Oh my god, you can't hide your emotions anymore, your body betrays them, 
this is the best, oh, | needed this after the whole thing with Khazmiel.” | was bracing 
myself against the wall to not fall over from laughing so hard. 

“lam glad you have found some levity in this situation, Lily, but | have some 
possibly upsetting news.” Gabrielle spoke up, sighing. “Their Grace has requested 
that both you and Meassael appear before them. For what it’s worth, I’m sorry you 
have to deal with this.” 

Katka slapped her hands, before putting them on her hips. “Well, time to face 
God and walk backwards into Hell. I'm coming along with you two. Leonard might as 
well join us too.” 

Gabrielle shrugged and opened a portal. 
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Chapter 36 - Live and Learn 


So, the Pearly Gates, with Saint Peter in front of them, judging you before 
letting you into Heaven? 

Yeah, imagine something closer to the gate of a gated community, as tall as 
the Eiffel Tower, with Saint Peter sitting on a little stool in a guard shack. Saint Peter 
himself? Mall cop outfit. For whatever reason, the moment his eyes fell on Katka, he 
covered his arms to the best of his ability. | wasn’t sure if it was worth it to ask Katka 
what all that was about, but she just shot Saint Peter a look. A look that was like a cat 
looking at her prey that she has all intentions of annihilating. 

| was fully expecting us to walk through those massive gates, to see them 
open and see the majesty of Heaven, since all | could see around us was the gate, 
the wall that stretched on for who knows how long, and an empty void behind us. 
Heavens Above was an accurate phrase, considering it looked like space out here. 
Instead of the gates opening though, Gabrielle walked to a part of the wall that was 
on the other side of Saint Pete’s shed, and pushed, revealing a more appropriate... 
staff entrance, | guess you could call it. 

Oh, and whatever image of Heaven you've expected, be it the Garden of Eden 
ora bunch of clouds? Yeah, toss that out of your mind. The closest thing to a Garden 
of Eden were the small parks you could see dotted around the landscape. The sight 
before us was that of a modern metropolis, full of skyscrapers, made of glass and 
concrete, hard geometric shapes. Sterile and perfect. The place itself domed down 
from the wall, forming a bowl, with the largest tower in the center, the top of which 
was effectively like that of a lighthouse. The entire place looked like it was constantly 
noon. | heard Katka hum a tune | didn’t quite recognize, but one which clearly 
annoyed Gabrielle. “Yes, it looks like a dystopian futurescape. No, | did not help in the 
design. | much preferred it back when we had castles. Those had dungeons you 
could go into to get a break from Their light.” Gabrielle sighed and rubbed her eyes. 
“Those skyscrapers don’t allow that though. Is this blasphemous of me? Maybe, but 
everyone deserves a break from constant surveillance.” She snapped her fingers, a 
piece of glass manifesting in her hand, which she used to summon us a ride. 

It was a riot truck. “Alright, get in, walking across to the Tower is gonna take 
too long.” Gabrielle sat down in the driver’s seat, and the rest of us piled in, the chairs 
awkward for many of us. Especially Katka, who refused to unsummon her wings, 
making the small plastic seat not work for her. 

There was no feeling of motion. The truck buzzed, and | could see us quickly 
approaching the tower. Or well, | saw that for all of two seconds before the motion 
sickness kicked in and | had to turn away. Gabrielle must have had a steel stomach 
too-- oh right, her skin looks like Damascus and her hair is copper wires, she probably 
literally has a steel stomach to handle these situations. We stopped at the base of 
the tower, and as we all got out of the car, it struck me just how massive it was. 
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“It feels hypocritical of them to have this here when the Tower of Babel made 
them mad,” | said, staring up for just a second before | realised the fucker was 
Heaven's literal constant never ending source of light. Like living on the surface of the 
Sun. 

“In all my raids on this place, | never approached this place. So, gonna check 
that off my bucket list,” Katka added, as we approached the door. The inside of the 
tower was... bland. Boring. It was purely structural. A bunch of beams holding it up, 
with an elevator in the middle. And it was also illuminated with simple fluorescent 
lights. The only place to be so, | imagined. Darkest under the candle. There was a 
basket with sunglasses near the elevator. 

“They're the type you wear for welding or eclipses. Only way to not go blind.” 
Gabrielle put on a pair and handed us all one each. With a shrug | put them on, and 
we all got in the elevator, shooting up for the confrontation. But, honestly? After 
facing the last 4channer alive, my dad, and Khazmiel, facing God seemed like a 
cakewalk. Facing the glowing entity that started up this run of the universe seemed 
like a cakewalk compared to facing four transphobes. What a fucking comedy my 
life had become. 

Once the elevator door opened, the room we found ourselves in was vast. 
Easily the size of a stadium. Floating above was God. Even with the shades, it was 
hard to look at them for long. Their entity kept shifting, ever changing; | tasted bass 
guitar and heard purple and saw last week’s breakfast and held love in my hand and 
all those sensations were at the same time and they kept shifting, tasting colors, 
hearing images, seeing taste, feeling concepts -- it might have overwhelmed me 
were it not for the sound of a snap. My gaze shot to the source of the sound. A figure, 
their skin looking like dried wood, and their head set aflame, hovered underneath the 
literal mindfuck. They had kind eyes, but their expression was like a poker face. The 
rest of their body was obscured by a cloak. 

“Apologies for that, everyone, they are not good at restraining themself. | am 
Metatron. You might know me from fiction as the Voice of God. That is not completely 
accurate. | am more of a sign language interpreter, so to speak. Please, sit.” They 
didn't move a muscle, but | noticed a fine mist on the floor, as if we were standing on 
clouds. Oh, that’s where that idea came from, | understood now. From the mist rose 
four seats, and with a shrug we all sat down, looking at Metatron. “Meassael and Lily 
Sadie Dawncat. Your presence has been requested by the Trinity... to apologise.” 
Unexpected, God isn’t supposed to make mistakes. “They stood back instead of 
stepping in when the Principalities began fearing you, Meassael. Fearing you as one 
of the First. They misjudged your intentions with making such a large family, and it 
suffered for it.” They really weren’t moving much. Metatron was just floating there; 
their mouth moved, their eyes looked between May and Myself when they had said 
our name, but otherwise they just ominously hovered in space. “They never wished 
you or your family harm, and They feel sorry for what transpired.” 
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May chuckled. She laughed. Her laughter turned hysterical. | was definitely 
concerned for her well-being in that moment, as | stood up and walked over to her, 
holding her shoulders. “They feel sorry? They. Feel. Sorry.” May stood up, shaking my 
hands off her shoulders. “They set this whole system up. They got a trial apocalypse. 
Their behavior made us First leave. Their inaction made us build Hell. And once it was 
built? They decided to use us for labor, to punish sinners. It was left up to us to decide 
what counted as a sin in reality and what was just Them not liking a person.” She was 
slowly walking towards Metatron, staring them down. “If They hadn't made a bunch 
of shitty Angels and Archangels and Principalities that were afraid of everything 
outside this sphere, | wouldn’t be here, with my granddaughter, with her friends, 
hearing Them say through you that They're sorry.” Her voice was level, but you could 
hear the restrained anger. “Il wouldn’t have lost my daughters to one of Their rabid 
dogs. | wouldn’t have been left heartbroken and traumatised. Lily wouldn‘t have had 
to deal with Khazmiel. And Leonard wouldn't have gotten misgendered more than he 
was in the past few years, in the span of an hour.” 

She was inches from Metatron now, her wings deployed, flying right in their 
face. “They can shove their sorry up the infinite and one assholes they have.” May 
spat on the floor after growling that, right before hovering down. She walked over to 
me and grabbed my hand, looking towards Katka, who nodded and summoned a 
portal. | was surprised she had the ability to do so here. Then again, it was one to 
leave through, not to enter through. May turned to face Metatron once more. “They 
need to apologise with actions, not words. Get your fucking house in order. Lucifer 
has to take care of trans people because y'all won't fucking do it without threat of 
violence from Gabby there, | imagine. Now, if you would excuse me, my 
granddaughter saw me presumably die in front of her today, and her friend has been 
tortured for an hour. | am going to be there for my family, both those | have by blood 
and by choice.” She grabbed Leonard’s hand as well as she passed by him, and we 
walked through Katka’s portal into my apartment. 

| turned to look through it, and saw something | should have been fully 
expecting. Katka flipping off God while walking backwards towards her portal. Once 
through, it closed and she turned at us. “Well, | didn’t quite walk backwards into Hell, 
but supposedly Hell is other people.” 

| flicked her on the forehead, sighed, and went to call Olivia to bring us a lunch 
order. With all that taken care of, the only stressful thing left in my life was school. 
And | was sure I'd ace it. As | looked between May, Leonard and Katka, | sighed 
contently. After everything that had happened, they really felt like the family | had 
been missing. | pulled them all into a group hug. 
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Epilogue - Palette Town 


The garden was nowhere near as overgrown as | was expecting it to be. It still 
wasn't as well kept as when Mom was taking care of it, but it was under control. | was 
really surprised at the state of the place. Eight years is a long time for a house to 
remain unoccupied, but it looked taken care of, no sign of age whatsoever. | 
hesitated on the doorstep, looking down at the keys | held so tightly. As if they could 
disappear any second. As if this was just another dream. But if it was one, | didn’t 
want to wake from it. | took a deep breath and unlocked the door. 

The inside followed the trend of the outside. It wasn’t dusty like I'd expected it 
to be. As | walked across the threshold, | turned to the living room, seeing the 
furniture covered in sheets. The window blinds closed, the curtains drawn. | closed 
the door behind me, and cautiously went in. The floor creaked ever so slightly as | 
walked through the hall. It took me about two minutes to find the remote for the 
blinds, and to my surprise the batteries in it were still charged, the blinds swiftly rising 
to let sunlight in. There were many cabinets here, full of trinkets and memorabilia. | 
can guarantee the nostalgia from seeing all of those hit me hard. The memories of 
staying over at my grandmas’ house, laying on a pile of blankets and pillows on the 
floor, as we watched old shows and movies. 

| made my way to the fireplace. The last picture I’d ever taken with Mom sat 
atop it. Ten year old me, with long hair, holding tightly onto Mom as we stood in front 
of the big tree in the backyard. She fell ill two weeks later. | picked the framed photo 
up, wiping it clean, before | wiped my tears away. | knew most trans people scoffed at 
old pictures of themselves, wanted them burned and destroyed. But not me. Not 
from that time. In all the framed pictures | could see in the house, | could be read as a 
young girl. Maybe a tomboy, but still a girl. And most importantly, Mom was in them 
too. | opened the cabinet nearest to me, knowing full well an entire album sat within. 
With it in hand, | moved to the couch, pulling off the sheet in one swift motion before 
sitting down. The first picture was, of course, Mom holding me in her arms. She 
looked so proud; even if she looked like a mess from the delivery, she looked so full of 
happiness and pride and joy while she held newborn me in her arms. There was a 
caption below it. ‘You hurt like hell to bring into this world, but seeing you grow made 
it all worth it.’ It was dated two weeks before her passing. 

All the pictures were like that. Each one captioned and dated shortly before 
she passed. Each one a message, wishing me well, reminding me to be kind and 
gentile, to not take shit. Quick anecdotes related to each picture. Her final words to 
me. | never got to say goodbye, but through the album | held in my hand, she did. | 
closed it, gently set it down on the coffee table, and got up. There wasn’t much to 
check in the kitchen. The dining room was well kept just as the rest of the house. A 
quick peek in the basement let me know that all of my grandmas’ stuff was stored 
properly and safely. A flight of creaky stairs took me to the upper floor, and hesitantly 
| walked towards a door. A door with a kitten sticker on it, my deadname written 
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there. The good news is, it wasn't written with a permanent marker, and the sticker 
was effectively a whiteboard. A quick swipe later, the name was gone, and with the 
marker hung nearby, | wrote my name there instead. Like it should have been eight 
years ago. Like it could have been eight years ago. 

| pushed the door open. The room was exactly as | remembered it. My army of 
plushies on my bed. The wall paint looking like a forest full of Pokemon. My desk, 
completely covered in loose papers, scribbles from back then. | approached it and 
took one from the top of the stack, and snorted. Miss Hellfire. | really had no right to 
give Leonard shit for his wolfboy fursona. 

Sitting down on the bed, | pulled a bunch of my plushies into a hug, laying 
down quickly right afterwards. With a sigh and a smile, | said the one thing | felt was 
appropriate to say at that moment. 

“Mom, I'm home.” 
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Afterword 


So, Gourmet Deviled Egg. | started writing this story back in 2019, and the first 
chapter was posted online on July 20th 2019. It is very different from the first chapter 
present in this “Remaster” of Deviled Egg. And it is very different from the very first 
version of this story, on which | was not an author, but a support author that helped 
with worldbuilding and pushing the original author forward. Natalie tried writing it, but 
it wasn't going great, and we agreed a complete rewrite would work better. And 
because | felt inspired, | ended up taking the reins on this story completely, resulting 
in my and Natalie’s relationship shifting from co-authors to effectively a 
commissioner and writer position. | had already done most of the worldbuilding and 
character names by that point, so doing that let me work at my own pace and reach 
this goal. Which is amazing, that | finally finished a novel. I've always been interested 
in writing, ever since middle school, and considering my abilities and disabilities, it’s 
pretty much the only thing | can do. Writing, that is. So | sincerely hope you've 
enjoyed the tale. 

I'd like to use this space to thank the people who've helped and supported me 
directly. I've already mentioned Natalie, without whom this story wouldn’‘t have been 
started. Then there’s my girlfriends, Félicie and Rebecca, who've helped me by being 
beta readers, pointing out stuff that could use work, or expansion, or cutting, nudging 
me to be a better author, while being there for me. There’s my partner, Josephine, 
who has stood by me through thick and thin while writing this mess of a tale. 

| cannot forget Trismegistus Shandy, whose editing has helped this story 
immensely, and whose work | appreciate greatly. And of course, there’s all the 
people on Patreon, who supported me financially while this story got serialised 
online. It is thanks to them I’m here today. 

What follows is a series of Bonus Chapters, short tales from different points of 
view, effectively extra Interludes. They're from different points on the Deviled Egg 
timeline. While most happen after the Epilogue, which takes place in July of 2089, a 
few of them are flashbacks. Flashbacks | will use the character's current names for in 
narration, so as to not deadname them. It is unfortunate that the genre and format of 
Deviled Egg means | start out calling Lily her deadname, before she finally accepts 
herself as a girl. It is why in this version I've avoided deadnaming Katka and Leonard. 
Leonard never got deadnamed, in any version, but as Katka is my self insert (yes, | 
know, extremely obvious, Czech Goth Angel Girl, how subtle), | had used my 
deadname for her. Not this time around, though. 

Having said all that, | do hope you've enjoyed your time with the story, and that 
you will enjoy your time with the bonus chapters. 
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Bonus Chapter 1 - Love is in the Goop 


| had never been on a date before. In the nineteen years of my life, | hadn’‘t had 
so much as a playdate with anyone. So imagine my surprise when | managed to ask 
a girl out. And due to the fact | had absolutely no experience with dates, | decided to 
go for the lowest of stakes. A picnic in the park. 

It was a sunny July afternoon; | was wearing a denim jumper skirt over a trans 
pride t-shirt plus a pair of sandals. | was holding a basket of food that would need 
four people to carry it, and | was waiting in front of my date’s door, psyching myself to 
knock. 

Why had | made so much food? | was nervous about it going well and so | 
overdid it. It was as simple as that. Having at last found the courage, | knocked. 

| had seen her before. We'd become very good friends ever since | had met 
her. But it was my first time seeing her in the flesh. 

Félicie, instead of her usual slimy appearance, was currently human in 
material. Flesh, hair, skin, the whole nine yards. In this form, she had pink hair down to 
her waist. Her two cat ears poked through it on her head, and her cat tail was 
swishing behind her. They weren't uniform in color, though. Like a tabby cat, they had 
darker lines on them, and in fact Félicie had lines of the same shade seemingly 
tattooed onto her skin. All in all, she looked like the pink tabby catgirl that she was. 
Except you couldn't see through her anymore. As far as her outfit went? It had the 
vibe of a short princess gown. “Now you get to make the furry joke, because | have 
hair.” She stuck her tongue out at me, which was exactly what | needed at that 
moment to calm down. 

“You silly cat.” | sighed. “You look really pretty.” 

“No, you.” She was using the ancient deflection technique that all trans girls 
end up learning, the dreaded ‘No u’. Such a move was almost undefeatable, unless 
you knew how to counter if. 

“Why, thank you. Seriously though, you do look really pretty.” With Féli bapping 
my face, her hand having turned into a paw, | knew | had succeeded at ending the 
loop before it even began. | offered my hand for Félicie to hold, and once she did we 
set off. 

Leaving the apartment complex did require us to walk past Leonard's door, 
who opened it at a perfect moment. Good news: He was looking nowhere near as 
tired as before. Being part puppy now was forcing him to sleep way more. “Oh, your 
date is today? Have fun, you two.” He yawned, and Féli pointed past him. 

“Sleep time for puppy still.” 

“It’s like three in the afternoon,” he complained, and Feéli stretched her paw to 
bap him. 

“You're pubby, you need sleep.” 
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It was five in the afternoon by the time we arrived at the park. The sun was 
nowhere near as scorching hot as it was at noon, but we still made sure to find a nice 
spot underneath a tree for some shade, far away enough from the cultural center of 
the park to not be bothered by the noise, but close enough to hear the music being 
played. It was a very fun-looking concert, put on by a group of Al that had built 
themselves bodies that moved like old Fleischer Studios characters and made music 
with their movement. 

Féli and | were sitting shoulder to shoulder with our backs against the tree, 
holding each other's hand, enjoying the atmosphere. We didn’t even really care 
about all the food to eat. It could wait. | nuzzled her cheek and looked up at the sky. “I 
know we're not doing much, but thanks for saying yes.” 

“You're a nice girl, we’re both cats, and | like hanging out like this.” Féli snaked 
her tail around my arm and | smiled. 

“The best cats around. Come on, let's dig in.” | bent forward to open the 
basket, revealing the battalion's worth of food in it. 


We ended up sharing the food with the concert goers so it wouldn't go to 
waste; | had simply made too much for two people to eat. There was going to be a 
fireworks show once the sun went down, but neither of us wanted to deal with the 
noise. So | decided to take Féli stargazing. The door to Wisteria Way was in an alley 
nearby, meaning we had no trouble finding it, and getting through it to Katka’s neck 
of the woods was even easier. We didn’t move far past the portal, though. | set down 
the sheet just off to the side of it, and laid down, to look at a primordial sea of stars. 

Even with light pollution down, you couldn't see this many stars in town. | was 
still holding Félicie’s hand, but | turned to look at her face. She had relaxed back into 
her usual slimy state, but | could still see the glow in her eyes, the smile on her face. 
Holding her hand didn’t feel like holding a cold block of gelatin, but warm and 
comforting. We spent the night at Katka’s place afterwards, and it was probably the 
best night of my life. 

Especially because Félicie turned into a plushie to cuddle during the night. 

Our next date was going to be dinner and a movie at my childhood home. And 
| couldn't wait. 


180 


Bonus Chapter 2 - Mr Sandman 


“Why did | end up as a twink?” Leonard was standing in front of a mirror, 
carefully checking his new face. There was no mistaking it; any way you looked at 
him, he was a guy. 

“You're not a twink, Leonard, you're fifteen.” Leonard's teacher, Myrddin 
Emrys, rolled his eyes while speaking in his heavy Welsh accent. While Leonard was 
wearing just a t-shirt and black skinny jeans, and had his hair shoulder length, 
Myrddin had put much more effort into his appearance. His beard was trimmed, his 
hair was braided into many small braids that were then braided together into a 
bigger one in the back, with the rest of his hair hanging loose. His button up shirt was 
more of a dress in length, and its sleeves were rolled up, exposing the sleeve tattoos 
of the night sky Myrddin possessed. His look finished with a pair of slacks and formal 
shoes; he gave off the energy of a hipster professor from the 2010's. Of course, telling 
his age was near impossible, as he could be anywhere from his late twenties to early 
forties. 

“I’m a skinny bi dude with barely any body hair, | think that counts as a twink,” 
Leonard countered, which earned him a sigh. 

“If you say so, Leonard. As to the why, the spell Knows how you're supposed to 
be like. It’s why it can never be reversed, it’s a True Form spell. Only thing it can’t do is 
awaken any potential heritage you might have.” Myrddin closed the book he was 
reading, a delightful young adult space opera, and got off his chair. “I think it’s time 
we showed your mother the effects, shall we?” 

“Fine. Yeah, let's go. It’s nearly dinner time anyway.” Leonard reached for the 
door while Myrddin got his cane, the handle of which resembled a resting crow. The 
other side of the door led directly onto the sidewalk in front of Leonard’s house, and 
when Myrddin closed the door behind himself, it faded away. 

The house was humble, just a ground floor with a small vegetable patch out 
front. Leonard quickly crossed it to reach the front door. It opened before he had a 
chance to grab hold of the doorknob, with his mother standing on the other side. 

“Welcome home, Leonard. And good afternoon to you, Myrddin.” She looked 
past him as she spoke. 

“Afternoon, Clara.” Myrddin bowed his head ever so slightly before turning on 
his heel. “I shall be taking my leave, if that is alright with you. Leonard, the next three 
days are a break for you. | have business to attend to.” He walked off with the grace 
and poise of a trained dancer, leaving Leonard and his mother to their own devices. 

“Corned beef and boiled potatoes. Will be finished in half an hour. Go clean 
your room in the meantime.” Clara pointed into the house, and Leonard walked past 
her with a shrug. “Hold on,” she spoke up before he went up the stairs, “You're 
looking... handsome. Your new body suits you.” 

“Thanks Mom.” He entered his room and got to sorting his wardrobe. 
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Myrddin, meanwhile, was reaching his goal through Wisteria Way. He had 
very good standing with the doorways, and thus could request them to appear 
anywhere he wished. His path through it led him to a small island in the middle of a 
lake, and the castle ruins that sat within. He sat down as well, on a random piece of 
rock, at which point a young woman carrying a sword joined him. “Good thing 
Humans have done away with monarchy; | don’t think the boy could handle the 
responsibility.” 

“And what am | to do with the blade, then? Just chuck it back in my pond?” 
The Lady crossed her arms, huffing. 

“| think it'd make a lovely gift once the Witch of the Wilds claims her charge. 
Every young woman deserves a sword, wouldn't you say?” Myrddin smiled at The 
Lady, who rolled her eyes and sat down, the sword floating near her. 

“Very well, but you're the one delivering it, it’s not like | can leave this place. 
Now.” The Lady conjured up a table, atop which sat two decks of cards. “Shall we 
carry on our game?” 

“Let me check what colors you stuck me with today first, you Basis for a 
System of Government.” 
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Bonus Chapter 3 - Babushka 


Katka woke up and checked her clock. 10am on Saturday, November 29th 
2081. She didn’t know she was Katka yet, or what her future held. The only thing she 
knew was that she had just turned fifteen. And that she had been feeling weird for 
the past three years. She already knew what to expect from the day: A lunch of food 
she liked, a cake, a gift, and that would be that. She was fully prepared for another 
disappointment of a birthday. 

The doorbell rang, surprising her. Usually her aunts and uncles would show up 
a week after her birthday, if at all. She took a peek outside her window, to see if their 
cars were around, and her gaze fell on something unbelievable. She quickly got 
dressed and ran to the entry hall, where her mother had just opened the door. 

“Good morning, I'm here to pick up my granddaughter,” the old crone that 
stood on the other side of the door said. She smiled, and her sharp iron teeth were 
very clear and visible. Her legs were prosthetics out of branches, resembling crows’ 
feet, and she held a massive pestle. All signs pointed to her being the Baba Yaga. 

“| have no clue who you're talking about, good day.” Katka’s mom tried to 
close the door, but the crone simply blocked it with her pestle. 

“Well | see her right there, standing behind you.” Katka was unsure why being 
called a granddaughter felt right, but it did. “It’s quite a simple situation, you see. Her 
mothers unfortunately died right when she was born, and you can’t expect me to 
take care of a child that young. So | swapped her with yours.” The Baba Yaga 
gestured in that moment, and another individual stepped into view. He could have 
been the spitting image of Katka, were it not for the fact he was much thinner. 

Katka approached him, confused about the whole situation, while he stood 
there, waiting. The Baba Yaga grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her towards 
herself. “Well, if it’s alright with everyone involved, | believe | shall be taking my leave 
now. With my granddaughter.” She didn't wait for a response. Holding onto Katka, 
she jumped onto the porch of her house on chicken legs, and nudged Katka in. 
“Right, | should take her personal items.” Waving her hand in the air, a mass of 
objects flew out of one house and into the other. All of Katka’s personal things: her 
plushies, her devices, some of her favorite clothes, all her books and games and toys. 
They flew through the house on chicken legs into a side room. And once the front 
door closed, Katka was left standing in the room, to finally catch her breath and to 
connect everything. 

“Wait, how are you my grandmother? Why are you taking me now? What do 
you want to do with me?” Katka was worried; she had been effectively kidnapped by 
a stranger. And not only that, the stranger was the literal Baba Yaga. The Witch of 
the Wilds that took misbehaving children, that cursed people, that could help you as 
much as she could hurt you. 

“| had a fling with a young woman, and our daughter had a thing with an 
angel. Out of all that, you came. I’m taking you now because you're old enough to not 
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be a complete bother. And as for what | want to do with you?” She grinned from ear 
to ear, her iron teeth shiny. “I want you to learn the trade.” 

“The trade?” Katka asked worriedly, while properly taking in the room, looking 
for any potential escape routes. The room looked positively ancient. Like a 
seventeenth century cottage. A big fire pit in the center, a cauldron hanging above it. 
Off to the side, a cooking stove and oven heated with wood. in the corner sat a bench 
with a table next to it, along with a few chairs. And the ceiling was positively covered 
in hanging bunches of dried herbs and flowers, as well as bunches of garlic and 
onions. 

“Witchcraft, my girl, witchcraft.” Yaga tapped the side of her nose while 
smiling. But that girl comment was what finally gave Katka the courage to speak up. 

“Why do you keep calling me a girl, when I’m not one?” Katka gestured to her 
whole self, earning a frown from Yaga. 

“You are a girl. It’s unmistakable that you are one. How the humans could 
have mistaken you for a boy is beyond me.” 

“Maybe because the doctors saw what | had between my legs?” 

“Oh, right, yes, that thing. That stupid thing humans do, where they assume 
they know better than the child placed in their care.” Yaga rolled her eyes. 

“You don't get to comment on that, if you really are my grandmother. Why 
would you abandon me with complete strangers? What happened to these mothers 
| never got to meet? And why do you keep insisting I’m a girl? Look at me!” Katka 
stomped, tears in her eyes. “Look at me! How could | ever be a girl?” 

Yaga closed her eyes and sighed, before she grabbed hold of Katka’s chin. 
She pulled a small box out of her pocket, like one you'd propose with, and opened it. 
A glowing trio of interlocked rings sat within. Yaga pulled it out, and held it behind 
Katka’s head, letting go shortly. The rings went from being the size of a coin, to being 
a proper halo. 

Katka was definitely glad she had been wearing just a boring single-color 
t-shirt for a top, as the sudden and rapid emergence of her wings tore it apart. Wings 
that were brown, and patterned like a falcon’s. Of course, losing her t-shirt like that 
meant her chest was exposed as well, one that had shifted to be much more 
feminine in mere moments. She quickly crossed her arms in front of it for a bit of 
modesty. Yaga simply smiled. “Now you go to your room and process this, and when 
you come out we're celebrating your birthday.” She gave Katka a quick pat on the 
shoulder after saying that, and made her way to another room in the house, leaving 
Katka to deal with the whirlwind of emotions she was experiencing. 

“| hope the other kid is doing okay.” 
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Bonus Chapter 4 - Amber Lion Eyes 


May stood in the middle of a forest, surrounded by trees all around her, the 
sunlight barely passing through the leaves. At her feet lay ruins, ancient and 
overtaken by nature. One could barely distinguish them from random assortments of 
rock. But May knew exactly what they were. Getting to meet her granddaughter, 
knowing she was alive, had caused May to reminisce. 

Which was why she was standing in the middle of a forest in the middle of 
Greece, where the home of Amber’s mother once stood. She was a huntress, 
ferocious and cunning, but with a kindness and gentleness to her such that one 
would think Artemis had descended from Olympus. May had become taken with her 
the moment she laid her eyes on her, the huntress's muscles tensed up from drawing 
her bow. It is important to note that her target in that moment was May, who had 
unknowingly entered Aegle’s territory. A territory she was extremely protective of. 

May smiled at the memory, her hand near her shoulder. Aegle could have 
knocked May out for sure, but all she did was dislocate her shoulder and bruise it 
quite heavily. There definitely aren’‘t many relationships that start with one of the 
partners getting shot. But May and Aegle’s was. Amber was born three years after 
the fateful shot, May jokingly called Aegle her Eros. Aegle had met her end before her 
daughter was born, at the hands of a bear. Had it waited but a week, she’d have held 
her in her arms. 

May ran her hand across the moss-covered rocks and sat down, taking in the 
fresh air, the chirping of birds, the sound of the stream not far off. May’s nose caught 
the whiff of something. A familiar smell, affected by age. She turned her gaze to the 
source, to see staring back at her a pair of eyes she knew. A pair of eyes she had 
seen on Lily but a few days back, on her tour of Lily’s childhood home. But this pair of 
eyes belonged to a lioness, crouched down in the foliage, where the hearth of 
Aegle’s home used to be. May's hand shot to her face in shock, in the vain hope that 
what she was seeing was real. The lioness stood up on her hind legs, and flexed. The 
fur covering her body disappeared, while her posture and physique shifted. She 
smiled at May, slowly approaching her, until she stood over her. 

“Hey, Mom.” An audible thud echoed throughout the forest as May 
tackle-hugged her daughter, her eyes overflowing with tears. 

“Where have you been all this time? | was so worried! | thought | had lost all of 
you! | only found out you survived when our granddaughter got awoken by accident!” 
May was holding onto Amber so tight, one might be worried she’d crack her spine. 
Amber simply smiled and hugged her back. 

“After | pretended to die of old age, I've basically become a local myth. A 
genius lioness that cannot be caught, transforming into a human form to trick 
travellers.” She softly patted May’s shoulder in support. 

“Why'd you never try to reach me? | thought you were dead!” May pushed 
herself away a bit, to look in her daughter's face. 
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“My sisters gave me a protection charm. It hid me from prying eyes, and was 
meant to shatter when the threat was over. It shattered not too long ago, but | had no 
way of finding you.” Amber showed the remains of the necklace around her neck. 

“That's on me, | had a sanctuary in Prague | couldn't be tracked in, and then | 
got this sigil tattooed to hide me. We have so much to catch up on.” 

Amber nodded fo reply to May. “| would prefer to do it somewhere other than 
the middle of the forest while I'm naked, though. There is a wonderful gyros place in 
town, let's talk there.” Amber flexed again, a simple dress materialising on her, one 
that was perfect for the summer heat to be found outside the forest’s shade. And 
mother and daughter walked together once again. 
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Bonus Chapter 5 - Country Roads 


| was at home, that is my childhood one, preparing what pretty much counted 
as a feast. A wake that was ten years late. It was July 10th, 2089, and | wanted to 
give Mom the funeral she deserved. The kitchen at home was absolutely massive. 
Two ovens, a gas stove with eight heating elements, a fridge you could stuff three 
corpses in comfortably, and nearly every tool you could think of for cooking. One 
could very well run a restaurant out of it. Which was why Clark was helping me with 
the meal. 

Seeing him work, it was obvious he was classically trained. He had the knife 
skills of a sushi chef, the experience of haute cuisine, and the dedication and 
precision of a line cook. If he wanted to, he could be cooking literally anywhere in the 
world, doing any cuisine he wanted, but he spent his days making ridiculously named 
meals in a small diner in a small college town. It was admirable that he’d found his 
passion and just improved on it. 

While Clark was helping cook, his husband, Pannikos, was helping set the 
table and looking over the wine selection. He had prepared an entire list of questions 
for guests to give them what they'd enjoy. And surprisingly, he wasn’t being snobby 
about it. Along with the very fancy-looking vintage bottles stood two boxes of very 
cheap red and very cheap white wine. | didn’t intend to have any, but it was nice to 
have the option there. Half an hour remained before the food was ready, which of 
course meant the guests had begun arriving. 

Leonard and Mrs. Fahrenheit arrived together, considering they shared an 
apartment building. Leonard wasn't familiar with my mom, but he was a friend. Mrs. 
Fahrenheit, on the other hand, had known Marie Dawncat better than anyone 
present. Olivia was next, along with Katka, at last followed by May, who was 
accompanied by someone | didn’t recognise or know, but who immediately hugged 
me the moment she saw me, leaving me somewhat confused. 

“Lily, say hi to your remove-one-great-from-my-count grandmother, Amber. | 
found her still living at her mom’s place. And I’m glad | did.” May introduced my 
ancestor so nonchalantly it didn’t feel right. But this was a wake, so the proper 
emotional atmosphere was going to be weird anyways. 

“Nice to meet you, Grandma. | should probably switch to just using first names 
for you two, shouldn't I.” My remark earned me a shrug from May and freedom from 
Amber’s hug. With everyone present at last, we sat at the dinner table, with me at the 
front, Félicie by my side, looking over everyone. My little found family, that | mostly 
chose for myself. 

| stood up, cleared my throat, and began my speech. “Thank you, everyone, 
for being here today. It means the world to me that you could come.” | took a deep 
breath to center myself before the next bit. “When my mother passed away nine 
years ago, | was only ten, and in the custody of a misogynistic monster. | will never 
forget the day. Eight words. He called me from the hospital, said eight words, and 
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hung up. My deadname, followed by ‘your mother has just passed away.’” | clenched 
my fist. “No child should be told that way, no child should be prevented from saying 
goodbye to a parent. Especially a parent as loving and kind and hardworking as my 
mom. The first ten formative years of my life | had spent with her had been the best 
part of my life. Up until now, that is. I'm happy to have all of you in my life. And | 
appreciate all of you coming here, for something that should have happened nine 
years ago.” | sniffled a bit. “There wasn’t even a funeral | could go to. Well, there was, 
but Dad wouldn't let me. The city took care of it; Mom’s gravestone is in her garden. 
So she can in a way tend to it in death, like she tended to it in life.” | raised my glass. 
“To my mother, Marie Dawncat, who brought light into people’s lives just like her last 
name. | miss her more than anything in the world, and wish | could show her how | 
turned out.” Everybody raised their glasses to join me in the toast, and we got to 
eating. 

The talk at the table was mostly me and Mrs. Fahrenheit reminiscing, as the 
only two people who really knew my mom. | was unsure how much patient 
confidentiality she was breaking with her stories, but they revealed a new side to my 
mom | hadn‘t recognized when she was alive. Her cooking as much as she did, and 
her gardening were both hobbies she took up because of the control it gave her over 
her life and environment, which helped ease her anxiety and depression. Doing stuff 
with your hands usually helps. It took until we were pretty much done with the meal 
before | noticed Katka’s eyes widen, as if she had just solved world hunger. Which 
had been solved already, but the eureka expression was there. She carefully 
watched me as | took a sip, weirding me out slightly, waiting until | swallowed my 
drink before she spoke up. “Lily, why don’t you visit your mom in the afterlife?” 

With her question hanging in the air, it reconceptualised her waiting for me to 
finish drinking from weird to ‘she wanted to make sure | wouldn't choke.’ | did a 
double take between Katka and May. “Can I? Is that possible?” My tone of voice was 
so incredibly hopeful that thirty orphans gasping at the prospect of being adopted 
barely compared. May scratched her chin, before giving me a nod. 

“It should be possible. We just have to find out where in the afterlife she is. 
After that, it’s pretty simple to just walk over there.” | teared up at May's words. A 
smile crept on my face. Tears were blinding me as | made a tear in reality behind 
myself, summoning a portal to the top of the ziggurat in Hell. | had no clue whether 
my mom's final resting place was there, but considering she was as much a nihilim 
as myself, |had a hunch she would probably be spending her eternity in Hell. | turned 
to everyone at the table. 

“I'm sorry to cut this short; you're all free to spend the rest of the day here, 
there’s more snacks in the fridge, and my grandma's collection is in the basement 
and attic for you to look through. See you soon.” With those words | stepped through, 
and the portal closed behind me. | stood alone in the middle of Hell. Which | had 
shortly realised was an extremely dumb idea, especially as | had no clue how the 
place worked. 
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Which is why | appreciated it quite a lot when Lucifer appeared, this time 
sporting a perfectly tailored suit. “I do believe it is still too early for you, Lily. 
Congratulations on sorting yourself out, by the way.” 

“Thanks, Lucifer, but I’m not here for a permanent residence.” | scratched the 
back of my head. “I! just found out | might be able to visit my mom in the afterlife? 
Marie Dawncat?” A nervous smile adorned my face shortly after | sooke. Lucifer 
looked to be in thought for all of five seconds. 

“Oh yes, Marie Dawncat, passed away nine years ago. Charming young 
woman, shame her life was cut so short.” 

“Tell me about it, | didn't even get to say goodbye to her when it happened.” | 
frowned slightly, at which Lucifer nodded before handing me a piece of paper. 

“I’m sorry to hear that. Her final resting place is written down here. You can 
summon a taxi at the bottom of the ziggurat to take you. Yes, they look like giant 
beetles, they're native. | hope it goes well.” Lucifer waved at me and disappeared, 
and | began the long walk down the ziggurat’s stairs. 

I'm joking, of course | summoned and unfurled my wings and comfortably 
glided down fo the base, next to a sign with a beetle on it. There were a few parked 
nearby, bored riders within. The beetles looked basically like London cabs, the little 
black cars, but the top was elytra covering wings, and the wheels were legs. | walked 
up to one and got in, finding it surprisingly comfortable if somewhat uncanny. “Where 
to?” the cabbie asked me. They were portly, with a short centipede body for legs. | 
handed them the piece of paper Lucifer had given me, and they nodded, giving the 
beetle a pat, which resulted in us immediately lifting off and flying towards our 
destination. 


It took quite a while to get there. We had to leave the city behind, as the 
journey took us far away from it, to an exact replica of home. Well, almost exact. The 
garden was much more grand, and had flowers | could only begin to dream of. And 
as far as | could tell at a distance, they were thriving. | got out of the cab and turned 
to the driver. “How much do | owe you?” 

“Just some of your time, which you've given me as we journeyed here. Will you 
need a ride back?” 

“| think I've got it, thank you.” The cabbie nodded at my reply and flew off, 
leaving me but a short walk away from my mom's place in Hell. | really hoped she 
wasn't being punished. 

| slowly and carefully approached the door, hesitating to knock. My knuckles 
were inches from the wood, one quick wrist movement and the sound would be 
made. But that’s when | began to worry. Whether she'd recognize me, whether she’d 
remember me, whether she cared. Just to help with being recognized, | turned on my 
glamour. | then took a deep breath, and finally knocked. There wasn’t a response for 
a solid two minutes. A lot of options ran through my head: What if she was being 
tortured in the garden for something, what if she was not, what if she was just busy or 


189 


asleep or | somehow got the wrong address. The literal Devil would be expected to 
be alittle bit of a prankster, why wouldn’t they have given me the wrong address? In 
my worry | Knocked again, louder, more panicked, which earned me a reply. 

“I'm out back! Just take the side door to the back yard, it’s unlocked!” a voice 
called out from the back yard. A voice | had not heard for nine years, except in 
dreams. A voice that made me choke up right away. | took a few tentative steps to 
the side door, and walked right through into the back yard. It was as magnificent as 
any garden in the world could be. It felt like Eden in Hell. And in the middle of it, 
tending to some cat-like flowers that were visibly enjoying the spritzing from a water 
bottle, stood my mom. Her back was turned to me, so | approached her slowly. “Now 
who do | owe the pleasure of visiting today?” She got up, dusted off her hands on her 
overalls, and turned to me. Mom looked exactly how | remembered her. The same 
short hair, the same kind eyes, the same warm smile. 

“I'm...” [had to choke back some tears, as | wiped my eyes free of them. “I’m 
Lily. Lily Dawncat.” | gave Mom a shy smile, and she narrowed her eyes, looking me 
over. It didn’t take long for it to click in her head, as far as | could tell from her 
expressions. Her eyes widened her surprise, and then she clapped her hands over 
her mouth, tears streaming down her eyes. 

“What happened to you? Why did you die? You're supposed to only be 
nineteen, you should be enjoying life, why are you in Hell right now?” Oh, that’s why 
she was crying. She thought | had passed away. | had to quickly get her away from 
that notion. 

“No no, Mom, no, I’m not dead, I’m very much alive, pulse and pumping blood 
and physical presence on Earth and everything.” | didn’t have a way to prove it, 
though. 

“If that’s true, then what are you doing in Hell?” Mom was still crying, clearly 
worried for my well-being, so | dispelled my glamour. 

“My downstairs neighbor performed a ton of demon heritage awakening 
rituals under my bed, and | woke up as a succubus. I’m hellspawn from your side of 
the family, Mom.” 

She clearly needed to process it, as she made her way over to a bench and 
sat down. “Explains why I’m down here instead of in Heaven,” Mom sighed. 

“I've been in Heaven, it’s not great. They wouldn’t let you have your garden up 
there.” | joined her on the bench, and she wiped her tears. 

“When did you make your way up to Heaven? What for?” She was smiling 
again, probably overjoyed at the fact | was alive. 

“When God wanted to apologise for one of their angels nearly destroying our 
family. It’s a long story.” Mom grabbed my hand. 

“Well, I'd love to hear it.” 

| took a deep breath. “I’m not sure whether | should start with the ancient 
angel versus demon nonsense that sent you into therapy for generational trauma, or 
with me waking up as a succubus, still not knowing | was a girl.” 
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“A bit of context couldn’t hurt. Especially in regards to that generational 
trauma.” Mom got up, letting go of my hand as she did. “Let’s go inside, I'll make us 
some tea while you tell the story.” | got up to follow her, but she stopped at the 
threshold of the back entrance. “Oh, and Lily? I’m proud of you. | wish | got to see you 
bloom. I’m sorry | left you so early.” 

“I missed you, Mom.” | was tearing up again, but smiling from ear to ear as | 
did. Which is when | realised something. “Wait, Mom! You don’t have to spend 
eternity in Hell! You could haunt our home, like a White Lady Ghost!” She turned to 
face me at my suggestion. 

“Is that allowed?” 

“| think so, yeah. So, Mom, do you want to come home with me?” 

She smiled as well. “I'd love to.” 
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